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THE  ADYEXTLRES   OF  A 
POST  CAPTAIX 

CHAPTER  THE  FIRST 

'  I  'HE  sun  had  set;  no  single  ray 

Remain'd  to  tell  the  track  of  day  ; 
And  o'er  mount  Edgecumbe's  leafy  head 
The  moon  a  chasten'd  lustre  shed  : 
The  watchman  strain'd  his  drowsy  ken, 
And  hoarsely  stammer'd  "  half  past  ten  :  " 
Old  plodders  hugg'd  their  home-spun  sheets 
And  jolly  rakes  reel'd  thro'  the  streets  : 
Mad  Bacchanals  still  drain'd  the  bowl 
To  stimulate  the  fainting  soul : 
And  muzzy  tars,  in  order's  spite, 
With  boist'rous  ditties  scar'd  the  night. 

From  all  the  alleys  in  the  town, 
Like  owlets,  when  the  sun  is  down, 
I 
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The  Cyprian  tribes,  a  ragged  crew, 
Expos'd  their  motley  forms  to  view. 
The  sailor's  henhon  to  catch. 
While  prudence  slumber'd  on  the  watch. 
And  passion,  a  remorseless  rake, 
Stray'd  thro'  the  bosom,  wide  awake. 

Just  at  that  hour,  his  locker  stor'd. 
And  some  three  pints  of  grog  aboard, 
Sobriety  clapp'd  under  hatches, 
And  his  head  full  of  glees  and  catches. 
With  many  a  reel  and  many  a  rock 
Curving  the  streets  of  Plymouth  Dock, 
Brave  Captain  Bowsprit  strove  in  vain 
Some  port  and  hammock  to  obtain. 
The  lamps,  at  intervals  that  gleam'd. 
Light-houses  to  his  fancy  seem'd. 
Humanely  plac'd  at  proper  stations 
To  pilot  his  perambulations. 
But  compass  wanted  he  and  chart 
A  little  guidance  to  impart ; 
For  tho'  amidst  the  tempest's  pudder 
He  could  direct  the  vessel's  rudder. 
And  while  the  winds  held  their  rude  route, 
With  skill  could  put  the  ship  about ; 
On  shore  his  powers  would  not  unfold. 
His  wits  were  fasten'd  in  the  hold — 
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Like  a  dismasted  hull  that  flies, 

Sport  of  each  breath  that  cools  the  skies, 

Or  borne  upon  the  billow's  back, 

Bolts  into  many  a  devious  track, 

So  Bowsprit,  like  a  butt  of  beer 

Slipp'd  from  a  dray,  roll'd  far  and  near, 

'Till  a  kind  damsel,  spruce  and  gay, 

Who  long  had  watch'd  him,  cross'd  the  way. 

And  by  her  word's  resistless  charm, 

And  magic  smile,  and  strength  of  arm, 

Kept  the  gay  Captain  right  a-head, 

And  steer'd  him  safely  into  bed. 

Ten  years,  twice  told,  this  seaman  brave 
Had  fought  the  wind,  and  stemm'd  the  wave. 
Each  port  in  every  main  he  knew. 
Its  soundings,  strength  and  wenches  too. 
First,  a  midshipman  at  fourteen. 
In  every  thing  but  courage  green. 
He  enter'd,  full  of  youthful  glee. 
To  reap  the  laurels  of  the  sea. 
Six  fleeting  months  had  scarcely  shed 
A  slight  experience  o'er  his  head, 
Before,  one  morn,  a  hostile  sail 
Spread  its  broad  canvass  to  the  gale ; 
Near  and  more  near  the  foe  appear'd ; 
The  Albion's  decks  were  promptly  clear'd. 
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And  Bowsprit,  warm'd  by  glory's  flame, 
Felt  all  his  soul  agog  for  fame. 


Now  keel  to  keel  the  vessels  rode. 
And  sternness  every  brow  bestrode, 
While  Bowsprit,  swelling  with  desire 
Of  fame,  felt  every  nerve  on  fire, 
And  found  his  arm  with  vigour  glow 
To  try  its  strength  upon  the  foe. 

Then  Britons  show'd  their  native  pluck  ; 
The  tompions  from  the  guns  were  struck  ; 
Each  sailor  took  his  stated  stand. 
The  shrouds  and  capstern  bars  were  mann'd. 
And,  fore  and  aft,  athirst  for  blood, 
The  crew  all  at  their  quarters  stood. 
"  Ready !  " — "  Stand  fast !  " — the  word  was  given. 
The  broadsides  stunn'd  the  vault  of  heaven, 
Rav'd  on  the  deep  and  vast  profound. 
And  scatter'd  devastation  round. 


While  on  the  Albion's  reeking  deck. 
Lay  mangled  limbs — a  human  wreck — 
Still  Bowsprit,  tho'  his  eyes  had  been, 
'Till  now,  a  stranger  to  such  scene, 
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Felt  nought  of  fear,  and  when  the  word 
Was  given  the  Frenchman's  ship  to  board, 
Urg'd  by  a  hot  undaunted  zeal, 
He  foremost  trod  the  hostile  keel. 
Now  fearfully  the  contest  clos'd, 
Cutlass  to  cutlass  was  oppos'd, 
And  arm  to  arm,  and  nerve  to  nerve, 
No  space  was  there  to  shrink  or  swerve  ; 
Bold  was  the  foe,  but  Britain's  skill 
And  matchless  bearing  triumph'd  still : 
Soon  ceas'd  the  Gallic  flag  to  fly. 
And  cries  of  "  Quarter  "  rent  the  sky. 

The  captain  saw  young  Bowsprit's  spirit, 
And  mark'd  him  for  a  lad  of  merit ; 
And  when  in  later  contests,  he 
Pluck'd  the  red  flower  of  victory, 
Bowsprit  so  well  himself  acquitted. 
Whene'er  in  arduous  conflict  pitted, 
That  to  the  Board  his  worth  was  noted. 
And  soon  the  hero  was  promoted. 
Promotion,  in  brave  Bowsprit's  eyes, 
Was  the  true  path  to  enterprize  ; 
Were  dangerous  plans  to  be  perform'd. 
Frigates  cut  out  or  batt'ries  storni'd, 
'Twas  his  to  court  the  work  of  death, 
To  yield  his  life  or  win  the  wreath. 
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His  best  exploit,  and  it  was  brave, 
As  e'er  was  witness'd  by  the  wave, 
With  public  praise  had  crown'd  his  name, 
And  added  to  his  country's  fame. 
A  force  which  tripled  all  his  own. 
By  dint  of  prowess  overthrown, 
Were  riven  and  wreck'd  in  arduous  fray. 
Or  scatter'd  o'er  the  briny  way. 
The  laurels  once  so  blithely  worn. 
From  their  degraded  brows  were  torn, 
And  in  their  room  was  planted  there. 
The  gloomy  cypress  of  despair. 

The  shout  of  triumph  rent  the  sky, 
That  shout  which  made  it  bliss  to  die. 
Just  as  his  gallantry  was  crown'd. 
Poor  Bowsprit  had  receiv'd  a  wound. 
Which  made  one  ear  a  perfect  wreck, 
And  floor'd  the  tar  upon  the  deck. 
But  tho'  such  wound  might  life  disturb, 
His  courage  it  could  never  curb ; 
The  matted  locks  were  quickly  cropp'd  ; 
The  organ's  shatter'd  fragments  lopp'd  ; 
A  styptic  check'd  the  crimson  tide. 
And  "  Bravo  !   Vict'ry  !  "  Bowsprit  cried. 

The  news  of  deed  so  ably  done. 
Of  noble  feat  so  nobly  won. 
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Soon  twin'd  about  the  hero's  name, 

A  halo  of  immortal  fame. 

His  praise  now  flow'd  from  ev'ry  tongue, 

The  theme  of  universal  song. 

And  public  thanks  to  him  were  voted, 

And  once  again  he  was  promoted. 

The  Thunder's  first  lieutenant  now, 
By  fortune  once  more  ta'en  in  tow  ; 
Now  honor's  bay  he  swiftly  near'd, 
And  ev'ry  shoal  of  danger  clear'd  : 
Before  him  ample  laurels  grew. 
And  glory  track'd  the  flight  he  flew. 

One  morn,  with  land  five  leagues  a-head. 
As  on  her  course  the  vessel  sped, 
A  sail,  upon  the  weather  bow, 
Appear'd,  but  whether  friend  or  foe. 
Might  not  be  known  ;  the  flag  she  bore 
The  hue  and  arms  of  friendship  wore. 
Anon,  a  second  sail  was  seen, 
Gay  dancing  o'er  the  liquid  green, 
And  now  the  ensign  seen  before. 
Floated  upon  the  breeze  no  more, 
But  lower'd  with  a  sudden  haul, 
Was  followed  by  the  flag  of  Gaul. 
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Now  rapidly  the  shrouds  were  mann'd 
By  a  select  and  gallant  band, 
The  decks  were  clear'd,  and  with  delight, 
The  sailors  hail'd  the  coming  fight : 
The  Thunder,  ne'er  by  danger  cow'd, 
Strain'd  all  her  canvas,  boldly  proud, 
And  swept  the  sea  with  swallow  speed, 
Eager  to  gain  the  victor's  meed. 

Tho'  twice  the  Thunder's  size  and  force. 
For  flight  her  foes  direct  their  course, 
Their  utmost  sails  with  speed  extend, 
And  distantly  their  progress  bend. 
With  double  zeal  the  sailors  burn. 
And  shoutings  run  from  stem  to  stern. 


Blow  gales,  with  steady  vigour  blow  ! 
The  Thunder  gains  upon  her  foe ; 
In  vain  the  timid  Frenchmen  fly 
The  stern  decree  has  pass'd  the  sky : 
And  they  must  fight,  or  basely  yield 
The  laurels  of  the  billowy  field  ! 

As  evening,  o'er  the  ocean's  bed, 
A  deep  and  ample  shadow  spread. 
The  Thunder  pass'd  her  nearmost  foe. 
And  tack'd  and  rak'd  her  o'er  the  bow. 
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Then  dreadful  gleam'd  the  blaze  of  war, 
And  roll'd  its  echoes  from  afar. 
The  volum'd  clouds  in  solemn  gear, 
Beat  on  the  dusky  atmosphere. 
And  in  each  pause  that  came  between 
The  noisier  horrors  of  the  scene  ; 
The  smother'd  groan  and  bursting  yell. 
The  murmurs  of  the  brave  who  fell, 
Mingled  their  anguish'd  revelry, 
And  form'd  an  awful  symphony. 

When  midnight  visited  the  sky, 
The  battle  still  rav'd  loud  and  high. 
And  sheeted  flames  bestrode  the  waves, 
Flashing  upon  unfathom'd  graves  ; 
Nor  other  day  nor  lustre  round, 
Broke  on  the  vast  and  dark  profound  : 
For  the  pale  moon  had  shunn'd  the  sight. 
And  every  star  forsook  the  night. 
And  triple  darkness  held  the  main 
In  one  unmatch'd,  unbroken  chain. 

Now  wearied  with  incessant  toil. 
Each  foe  relax'd  the  dread  turmoil, 
To  renovate  his  wasted  zeal, 
And  edge  anew  the  fateful  steel. 
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And  wait  for  morning's  pilot  light, 
To  steer  him  back  to  hellish  fight. 


Morn  came,  with  unaccustom'd  glee, 
And  placed  its  footsteps  on  the  sea, 
Tinging  with  dim  and  doubtful  ray 
The  surface  of  the  blood-stain'd  way. 
Morn  came  ;   and  o'er  the  trackless  wild 
With  more  than  vernal  beauty  smil'd  : 
Again  the  mortal  blade  was  bar'd. 
Again  each  nerve  for  fight  prepar'd : 
The  shatter'd  rigging  hung  around, 
Pierc'd  through  with  many  a  gaping  wound  ; 
And  fractur'd  cordage  strew'd  each  deck, 
A  mazy,  wide,  entangling  wreck : 
But  soon  the  ropes  were  cut  away, 
Again  the  ships  were  clear'd  for  fray  ; 
Now  on  the  Thunder's  deck  was  heard. 
The  soul  inspiring  order — "  board  !  " 
A  gallant  band  quick  from  her  bow, 
Leap'd  headlong  in  the  hostile  prow  ; 
Again  with  shouts  the  air  was  riven, 
And  life  for  life  was  freely  given. 

Meantime  the  comrade  of  the  Gaul, 
Recreant  to  glory's  glowing  call. 
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Had  seiz'd  advantage  from  the  night, 
And  slunk  from  danger  and  the  fight, 
And  now,  at  hazy  distance  spied, 
Was  scudding  o'er  the  fav'ring  tide. 

Her  gallant  consort,  left  to  brave 
The  tug  of  war  and  wind  and  wave, 
Held  to  the  last,  and  tho'  her  crew, 
Were  dwindled  to  a  fainting  few, 
Refus'd  to  yield  'till  hope  had  flown. 
And  scarce  a  wreck  remain'd  her  own. 

But  triumph  to  its  nature  true. 
Still  smil'd  upon  the  British  crew. 
They  fought  for  victory  as  their  right, 
And  full  possession  crown'd  the  fight. 

'Twas  under  Bowsprit's  bold  command 
The  captain  plac'd  the  boarding  band  : 
And  he  such  gallantry  and  skill, 
Such  nerve  of  soul,  and  strength  of  will, 
Display'd  amid  the  fearful  fray. 
As  gain'd  the  laurel  of  the  day. 
'Midst  wounds  and  death  he  fearless  stood, 
A  rock  amidst  a  sea  of  blood. 
Above  his  wonted  courage  rose. 
And  singly  struck  a  host  of  foes. 
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His  arm  alone  at  first  o'erthrew 
The  captain  and  the  master  too  ; 
And  when  the  battle's  refluent  tide 
With  British  blood  was  deeply  dyed, 
And  many  a  hero  broke  from  life, 
To  turn  again  the  wav'ring  strife. 
He  gave  decision  to  the  fray, 
And  won  the  hesitating  day. 

Ended  the  fight — on  Gaul's  high  mast, 
The  British  flag  its  shadow  cast ; 
And  now  before  the  assembled  crew. 
Bowsprit  was  cali'd  to  public  view. 
And  by  his  captain  thus  address'd — 
"  To  day  in  danger's  awful  test, 
*'  Your  valor  most  conspicuous  shone, 
"  By  you  in  fact,  the  day  was  won  ; 
"  To  represent  you  to  the  board, 
"  That  you  may  meet  a  due  reward, 
"  Be  mine  the  task,  and  your's  the  pleasure 
"  Of  meed  to  gain  an  ample  measure  !  " 

That  just  report  the  captain  sped 
Straight  to  the  admiralty's  head — 
That  statement  true  of  Bowsprit's  spirit. 
His  gallant  deeds  and  growing  merit. 
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Which  gain'd  before  three  months  expir'd, 

The  rank  to  which  the  youth  aspir'd  ; 

And  for  his  valour's  recompence, 

Gave  him  new  weight  and  consequence, 

Blest  all  his  prospects  of  ambition, 

And  brought  him  down  a  POST  commission  ! 


END    OF  CHAPTER   1 
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CHAPTER  THE  SECOND 

'  I  ^HE  lark  on  early  pinion  borne, 

Had  sprung  his  rattle  to  the  morn  ; 
The  sun,  attentive  to  the  call, 
Blaz'd  bright  amid  th'  etherial  hall, 
And  scatter'd  round  the  glowing  ray, 
Pregnant  with  universal  day. 

The  watchmen  from  their  drowsy  beats, 
Trudg'd  gay  and  groggy  thro'  the  streets ; 
And,  the  dull  reign  of  darkness  fled, 
Like  bats  and  owlets  crept  to  bed  ; 
The  bells  in  Plymouth  and  in  Dock 
Peal'd  in  loud  accents,  "  eight  o'clock  ;  " 
When  Bowsprit  broke  from  slumber's  arms, 
To  gaze  upon  his  comrade's  charms  ; 
And,  more  than  visionary  bliss. 
To  breakfast  on  a  honied  kiss. 


But  tho'  a  tar  might  find  delight  in 
A  whole  eternity  of  fighting  ; 
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No  sailor,  be  he  ne'er  so  clever, 
In  love,  can  kiss  and  toy  for  ever. 
Thus  Bowsprit  found,  and  in  one  hour, 
He  struck  who  never  struck  before  ; 
Set  all  his  canvass,  bore  away, 
To  get  in  trim  for  future  fray. 

Scarce  half  a  cable's  length  from  shore. 
Lay  Bowsprit's  ship,  a  seventy-four. 
Long  in  commission  had  she  been, 
And  much  and  dang'rous  service  seen; 
The  first  to  lead  the  battle's  power. 
The  first  to  bid  her  thunders  roar ; 
Far  as  the  navy's  utmost  bound. 
The  gallant  Ajax  was  renown'd. 
Boast  of  the  land  which  gave  her  form. 
She  had  outliv'd  both  fire  and  storm  ; 
Nor  once  had  brought  herself  to  shame, 
Nor  injur'd  aught  her  country's  fame. 

Now  through  the  streets  as  Bowsprit  bent 
His  way,  scarce  knowing  how  he  went, 
A  hail,  a  fathom's  length  or  two 
A-head,  the  tar's  attention  drew — 
"  Bowsprit,  a-hoy  !   what  Captain,  ho  ! 
"  How  is  your  locker  stor'd  below  ? 
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"  Release  me  from  my  dev'lish  foe, 
"  Rescue,  and  take  me  into  tow  ! 

"  A-hoy  !  "   cried  Bowsprit,  turning  round 
To  ascertain  whence  came  the  sound  ; 
When  on  a  sudden,  by  his  side. 
His  comrade.  Captain  Bomb,  he  spied. 
By  two  rough  bailiffs  overhaul'd, 
Who  the  brave  sailor  vilely  maul'd. 

"Avast,  you  lubbers  !  "   Bowsprit  quoth — 
"Avast,  or  hell  confound  you  both  !  " 
And  then  his  hanger  quickly  drew. 
And  valiantly  attack'd  the  two. 
The  bailiffs,  little  us'd  to  feel 
The  horrors  of  opposing  steel, 
Turn'd  pale,  grew  terribly  afraid. 
And  in  the  king's  name  call'd  for  aid  : 
But  when  he  heard  the  magic  word. 
The  loyal  tar  let  fall  his  sword, 
Vow'd  if  rebellion  'twas,  or  treason. 
Which  for  this  treatment  gave  the  reason, 
He  would  not  enter  into  strife. 
To  save  a  captur'd  traitor's  life. 

At  this  poor  Bomb,  with  strange  grimace, 
And  hideous  hue  and  length  of  face, 
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Swore  by  his  G — d  'twas  all  a  lie  : 
For  he  would  sooner  bravely  die, 
Than  have  it  said  he  ever  swerv'd 
From  the  lov'd  monarch  whom  he  serv'd. 

"  'Tis  for  a  paltry  debt,"  quoth  Bomb, 
"  Perhaps  twenty  pounds,  or  some  such  sum. 
"  As  to  his  majesty,  God  bless  him, 
"  I  never  did  ought  to  distress  him. 
"  These  two  land  pirates — may  rough  gales 
"  Shiver  their  masts  and  rend  their  sails ; 
"  May  they  of  Heaven  be  unprotected, 
"  And  founder  when  'tis  least  expected  ! 
"  These  hungry  sharks,  as  I'm  a  sinner, 
"  Hot  as  a  hawk  to  seize  his  dinner, 
"  As  I  was  saunt'ring  thro'  the  town, 
"  Came  right  astern,  and  ran  me  down  !  " 

"  D — n  you  !  "   cried  Bowsprit,  with  an  oath 
Most  energetic — "  d — n  you  both  ! 
"  His  majesty  !   no,  let  me  sink, 
"  He  would  not  on  such  conduct  wink, 
*'  So  let  him  go,  or  sharp's  the  word, 
*'  Your  pair  of  bludgeons  to  my  sword  !  " 

The  bailiifs,  who  began  to  feel 
There  was  some  risk  in  meeting  steel, 
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A  moment  their  opponent  eyed, 
And  then  in  gentle  tone  replied — 

"  Sir,  don't  be  angry,  stop  a  bit, 
*'  Put  up  your  sword,  and  read  this  writ : 
♦'  A  trifle,  sir,  the  captain  owes 
'■  To  Mister  Buckram  for  some  clothes. 
"  The  writ  once  seal'd,  we  must  obey  it ; 
"  But  three  and  twenty  pounds  will  stay  it  : 
"  Put  down  that  sum,  and  we're  content 
"  To  end  at  once  the  argument  ; 
"  To  yield  all  claims  most  willingly, 
"  And  give  your  friend  his  liberty  !  " 

"  I'll  pay  the  debt,"  cried  Bowsprit,  "  come  ! 
"  Haul  down  that  phiz  of  care,  friend  Bomb  ! 
"  Yes,  if  the  debt  was  ten  times  twenty, 
"  I'd  pay  it,  knaves,  if 'twould  content  ye  !  " 

Bowsprit  was  happy  beyond  measure, 
And  Bomb's  looks  lighten'd  into  pleasure, 
To  hear  the  promise  of  his  croney. 
And  see  him  searching  for  the  money  : 
But  cruel  fate,  who  loves  to  mar 
The  joys  of  man,  frown'd  on  the  tar : 
Bomb's  brow  was  clouded  by  despair, 
And  all  his  rapture  fell  to  care. 
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When,  with  eyes  starting  from  their  sockets, 
Bowsprit  turn'd  out  his  empty  pockets. 

Dumb  with  surprise,  poor  Bowsprit  stood, 
For  anger  had  congeal'd  his  blood. 
Rough  mountain  billows,  savage  storms, 
Rocks  in  their  most  appalling  forms ; 
All  ills  that  ever  seaman  knew. 
Or  all  that  ever  fancy  drew, 
Would  the  pale  tar  have  gladly  shar'd. 
Had  fate  this  one  disaster  spar'd. 

The  bailiffs  slily  grinn'd  to  see 
The  troubled  tar's  perplexity  ; 
Wan  was  the  hue  of  Bomb's  sunk  cheek, 
And  Bowsprit  wanted  power  to  speak, 
Till  tears,  which  forc'd  their  way  'ere  long, 
Dissolved  the  spell  that  bound  his  tongue. 

"  The  jilt !   the  Jezebel !   to  rifle 
"  My  pockets  ;  and,  by  Jove,  no  trifle  ! 
"  A  tolerable  booty — zounds  ! 
"  Not  much  less  than  a  hundred  pounds  ! 
"  But  Bomb  shall  be  deliver'd  yet, 
"  My  agent  shall  discharge  the  debt ; 
"  Then  we'll  steer  back  to  the  foul  port 
"  1  left,  and  storm  the  pirate's  fort ; 
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"  And  to  complete  th'  inglorious  duty, 
"  Make  her  refund  her  ill-got  booty  !  " 

Now  to  the  agent's  the  quartet 
Hasten'd  away  to  pay  the  debt ; 
And  Bomb  was  soon  in  a  position 
To  join  in  Bowsprit's  expedition. 
But  ere  upon  their  scheme  they  went, 
The  captains  held  some  argument, 
Whether  upon  this  enterprise, 
To  go  alone  might  be  most  wise. 
And  with  a  bold  defiance  greet, 
Bullies  and  all  whom  they  should  meet. 
Or  whether,  for  a  fresh  supply. 
Somewhat  their  force  to  multiply. 
Recourse  to  both  their  ships  to  chuse. 
To  gain  assistance  from  their  crews. 

Bowsprit,  'twas  fix'd  at  last,  should  loiter 
About  the  house  to  reconnoitre. 
To  see  that  none  escap'd,  till  Bomb, 
With  some  half-dozen  tars  should  come, 
With  ample  zeal  and  courage  fir'd, 
T'  achieve  the  victory  requlr'd. 

In  a  convenient  situation 
The  gallant  Bowsprit  took  his  station. 
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Determin'd  all  that  came  or  went, 

Should  come  and  go  with  his  consent ; 

Or  stand  a  brush,  'till  he  had  found 

His  purse,  and  eke  his  hundred  pound. 

Severely  was  his  patience  prov'd  ; 

An  hour  elaps'd,  no  object  mov'd, 

But  all  was  still  and  all  was  quiet, 

No  sound  of  revelry  or  riot. 

"  Zounds  !  "  quoth  the  tar,  as,  wearied,  he 

Indulg'd  in  brief  soliloquy. 

"  This  looks  d — d  queer  upon  my  word  : 

"  Here  is  the  nest,  but  where's  the  bird  ? 

"  All  seems  as  melancholy,  full, 

"  By  G — d  !  as  a  deserted  hull." — 

And  more,  perchance,  had  Bowsprit  said. 
But  chancing  then  to  turn  his  head, 
With  inexpressible  delight. 
Bomb,  with  his  regiment,  hove  in  sight 
Close  at  his  heels,  a  dozen  tars, 
Well  fitted  for  all  sorts  of  wars — 
Men  never  taught  to  shun  or  fear  ill, 
But  brought  up  to  the  love  of  peril, 
Follow'd  in  long  and  loose  array. 
Agog  to  enter  on  the  fray  ; 
And  fight — a  rough  and  desperate  crew — 
The  devil,  or  they  car'd  not  who. 
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*'  Now  "  Bowsprit  cried,  flush'd  high  with  hope, 
"  Now  I'll  have  justice,  by  the  Pope  : 
"  I'll  wreck  the  pirate's  fillagree, 
"  Teach  her  to  rob  a  tar  like  me, 
"  To  make  me  purser  to  her  wants, 
"And  butt  to  all  her  foul  gallants  ! 
"  So  now  be  firm,  my  gallant  crew, 
*'  I'll  fire  a  shot  to  bring  her  to, 
"  And  when  I'm  once  within  her  cage, 
"  I'll  give  the  signal  to  engage  !  " — 

The  tars  to  aid  their  captains  swore. 
And  Bowsprit,  marching  to  the  door. 
Gave  with  the  knocker  such  a  peal, 
As  made  the  very  door-posts  reel. 
A  ruffian  knave,  some  six  feet  high. 
Quickly  appear'd  to  make  reply. 
Devoid  of  symmetry  and  grace, 
A  horrid  visor  seem'd  his  face, 
On  which  humanity  had  frown'd  ; 
Or  which  some  sorcerer's  fiat  bound — - 
'Twas  swarth'd  by  conduct,  not  by  clime, 
As  tho'  'twas  intimate  with  crime, 
And  bore  upon  its  shrivell'd  skin. 
The  sallow  stamp  and  seal  of  sin. 

"  Your  business,  sir  !  "  the  bully  roar'd. 
Strongly  accenting  every  word. 
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Quoth  Bowsprit,  in  a  tone  as  bold, — 

"  Why  lubber,  it  may  soon  be  told  ! 

"  Last  night ;  the  time  I  hardly  kow, 

"  A  fire  ship  took  me  into  tow, 

"  And  while  I  was  in  half  condition, 

"  Made  free  with  all  my  ammunition. 

"  'Twas  to  this  port  the  devil  steer'd  me  ; 

"  And  in  this  very  house  she  clear'd  me  !  " 

The  bully,  with  a  murky  frown, 
Essay'd  to  put  the  sailor  down. 
But  seeing  Bowsprit  was  not  cow'd. 
With  execrations,  foul  and  loud, 
He  strove  the  captain  to  deter 
From  making  any  further  stir. 

But  angry  Bowsprit,  nothing  loth. 
Gave  back,  most  quickly,  oath  for  oath, 
Invok'd  the  saints  and  devils  too. 
And  ran  the  calendar  quite  thro'  ! 

From  words  a  sturdier  tempest  rose, 
And  oaths  the  preludes  prov'd  to  blows. 
Finding  mere  menace  could  not  shake. 
The  courage  of  the  rough-hewn  rake. 
The  bully  sterner  steps  began, 
And  made  a  hit  to  mill  his  man. 
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But  Bowsprit,  tho'  no  pugilist, 
Knew  how  to  use  his  hardy  fist, 
And  having  shunn'd  the  bully's  blow, 
Struck  home  and  laid  the  villain  low, 
Then,  with  a  loud  and  long  halloo, 
Call'd  to  his  aid  his  anxious  crew. 

Now  o'er  the  prostrate  Caliban 
The  reckless  sailors  quickly  ran, 
And,  led  by  Bowsprit,  wander'd  o'er, 
The  vacant  rooms  on  every  floor. 
But  ah  !  the  bird  they  sought  had  flown, 
A  wither'd  beldame  there  alone. 
With  a  starv'd  monkey  by  her  side, 
The  lewd  asylum  occupied. 

To  all  that  Bowsprit  ask'd,  or  Bomb, 
The  old  procuress  seem'd  quite  dumb. 
But  shook  her  head,  as  if  to  say. 
By  speechless  language — *'  Yea,"  or  "  Nay  !  " 

With  anger  Bowsprit  overpower'd, 
Foam'd  at  the  mouth,  and  loudly  roar'd — 
"  I'll  have  the  jilt,  the  pirate  found, 
"  Who  robb'd  me  of  my  hundred  pound  ! 
"  So,  use  your  tongue,  old  Gammer  Grinder ; 
"  And  tell  me  quickly  where  to  find  her  !  " — 
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The  old  procuress  shook  her  head, 
But  not  a  single  accent  said, 
But  sternly  look'd,  and  grimly  frown'd, 
On  all  the  groupe  that  stood  around. 

But  now  while  Bowsprit  and  his  crew 
Were  close  consulting  what  to  do, 
Justice  her  hungry  train-bands  sent. 
On  fell  malicious  purpose  bent, 
Arm'd  and  appointed  by  a  quorum. 
To  bring  the  party  all  before  'em. 

But  woe  befel  the  luckless  wight, 
That  march'd  the  foremost  to  the  fight. 
For  lo  !   on  his  devoted  pate, 
Fell  the  full  weight  of  Bowsprit's  hate, 
Which  forc'd  him,  with  a  hideous  roar. 
To  stretch  his  length  upon  the  floor, 
And  leave  the  battle  to  be  fought 
By  those  misfortune  had  not  caught. 

But  spite  of  all  their  gallantry, 
These  fearless  conqu'rors  of  the  sea. 
At  length  by  strength,  not  courage  beat, 
Were  glad  to  make  a  prompt  retreat. 
For  now  the  neighbourhood,  alarm'd. 
With  poker,  tongs  and  shovel  arm'd. 
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Came  to  the  spot,  resolv'd  to  draw 
Their  weapons  in  the  cause  of  law ; 
To  force  the  gallant  tars  to  yield, 
And  gain  the  officers  the  field. 

Bowsprit  with  ardent  valor  warm'd, 
Exploits,  surpassing  brave,  perform'd  ; 
And  mov'd  by  such  a  bright  example. 
Bomb  gave  of  courage  a  rich  sample  : 
But  spite  of  all  their  noble  bearing, 
Their  thumping,  kicking,  struggling,  swearing, 
Both  were  compell'd,  at  last,  to  strike, 
In  vigor,  and  in  tate,  alike  ; 
And  were  borne  off  in  mighty  state, 
Before  a  purse-proud  magistrate, 
To  give  account  to  the  recorder, 
Of  what  had  caus'd  this  breach  of  order. 

Disarm'd,  and  handcufPd,  thro'  the  street, 
Laugh'd  at  by  all  they  chanc'd  to  meet, 
In  sulky  dudgeon  the  two  tars, 
Cover'd  with  shame  much  more  than  scars, 
Walk'd  side  by  side  ;   in  front  and  rear, 
A  groupe  of  guards,  with  brows  severe. 
Came  there  the  law's  stern  arm  to  aid, 
And  to  complete  the  cavalcade. 
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Now  at  the  hall  where  justice  blind 
Deals  out  her  judgments  to  mankind, 
Arriv'd  the  groupe  ;   in  broad,  slouch'd  hat, 
And  snuffy  phiz,  there,  justice  sat : 
On  all  beholders  looking  down, 
With  brow  clad  in  eternal  frown  ; 
And  swelling  most  sublimely  big, 
Beneath  a  vast  expanse  of  wig. 

Before  this  sage,  in  order  seated. 
Bowsprit  his  serious  loss  related  : 
Told  of  his  trouble  and  distress. 
And  how  he  plann'd  and  sought  redress. 

"Your  worship,"  quoth  the  knave,  half-kill'd, 
Whom  Bowsprit  had  so  neatly  mill'd. 
And  who  it  seem'd,  had  held  command, 
Over  the  dunghill  sneaking  band — 
"  The  girl  the  gentleman  might  fleece  ; 
"  But  when  we  went  to  keep  the  peace, 
"Instead  of  yielding  as  they  ought, 
"  He  and  his  friend  like  devils  fought, 
"  And  as  my  broken  head  now  shows, 
"  Dealt  round  them  most  confounded  blows  ! 

"Since,"  quoth  the  justice,  "they  maltreated 
"  The  powers  of  law,  be  they  committed  ! 
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"  For  'tis  my  duty  clear  to  see, 

"  The  law  fenc'd  from  indignity. 

"  Since  to  its  officers  its  shield 

"  Must  always  sure  protection  yield, 

"  Securing  firm  their  sacred  crania, 

"  From  the  vile  pugilistic  mania  ; 

"  And  as  by  violent  battery,  you, 

"Aided  by  a  most  desperate  crew, 

"  Did,  like  a  foul  inveterate  Pict, 

"Wounds  on  the  King's  police  inflict, 

"  You  must,  perforce,  in  gaol  be  thrown, 

"  Until  the  consequence  be  known  ; 

"  Should  the  man  die — and  man  is  dust — 

"  You  must  be  hang'd,  you  knaves,  you  must !  " 

Bowsprit  and  Bomb  did  vainly  plead, 
Their  madness  was  an  act  of  need  ; 
And  no  premeditated  guilt, 
A  little  blood  indeed  was  spilt. 
But  if  the  law  a  few  drops  lost, 
The  sailors  many  more  it  cost. 
And  justice  should  not  take  offence, 
But  put  up  with  such  recompence. 

Then  quoth  the  oracle  so  stern. 
He  sat  there  to  instruct,  not  learn  ; 
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And  since  the  King's  peace  had  been  broken, 
On  good  authority  'twas  spoken, 
They  must  be  cag'd,  till  it  was  found 
What  end  might  follow  .this  foul  wound — 
If  it  pleas'd  Heaven  the  man  should  live, 
Bail  for  th'  assault  they  both  might  give, 
And  be  releas'd  ;   but  if  he  died. 
They  knew  right  well  what  would  betide. 

All  further  parley  now  was  vain, 
To  plead  was  useless,  or  complain  ; 
And  the  two  heroes  judg'd  it  best, 
To  put  their  swelling  wrath  to  rest, 
And  bow  with  tolerable  grace 
To  the  strange  hardship  of  the  case. 

Lock'd  in  a  room,  securely  barr'd, 
To  taste  their  valour's  sad  reward. 
Sat  the  two  heroes,  mute  and  pale, 
Viewing  each  corner  of  their  gaol  ; 
And  cursing  in  their  hearts  the  hour, 
That  put  them  in  the  law's  stern  power. 


END  OF  CHAPTER  II 
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CHAPTER  THE  THIRD 

"DOWSPRIT  had  orders,  under  weigh 

To  get  his  ship  this  very  day, 
Along  the  Gallic  coast  to  beat. 
And  there  to  join  the  channel  fleet. 
That  order  now  to  disobey 
Thro'  a  vile,  senseless,  drunken  fray ; 
To  run  the  risk,  which  was  no  joke, 
Of  being  tried,  perhaps,  and  broke  ; 
And  in  the  blossom  of  his  fame, 
Be  stricken  with  the  blight  of  shame. 
Brave  Bowsprit  sad  and  sorely  vex'd. 
And  much  his  gallant  soul  perplex'd. 

But  fortune,  tho'  like  woman,  she 
Loves  to  show  off  some  coquetry, 
Is  mostly  faithful  in  the  main. 
Revisited  the  drooping  train, 
And  condescended  to  smile  down. 
Despair's  annihilating  frown. 

The  wounded  knave,  who,  by  the  bye, 
To  his  own  interest  had  an  eye. 


A  POST  CAPTAIN  31 

On  cool  reflection  deem'd  it  best, 
Remuneration  to  suggest ; 
And  offer,  for  some  twenty  pounds, 
Unmurm'ring  to  endure  his  wounds. 

Soon  where  the  heroes  were  confin'd. 
The  runner  hied  to  break,  his  mind, 
And  tried  to  soothe  his  aching  scars, 
By  making  money  of  the  tars. 

Bowsprit  was  at  that  moment  charg'd 
With  such  a  wish  to  be  enlarg'd, 
That  had  the  runner  been  less  nice 
In  sum,  he  would  have  gain'd  his  price  ; 
For  hundreds,  in  his  estimate. 
Would  but  have  been  of  little  weight, 
Compar'd  with  all  the  risk,  of  thrall 
And  shame,  which  else  might  him  befal. 

Money  !      'Twas  no  consideration. 
To  one  in  such  a  situation. 
Who  from  his  agent's  well-lin'd  till, 
Could  have  drawn  hundreds  at  his  will. 
And  would  have  counted  them  well  spent. 
To  give  his  harrass'd  breast  content. 

A  draft  was  signed  without  delay. 
Covering  the  balance  of  the  fray  ; 
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The  half-starv'd  officer,  well  pleas'd, 
The  precious  memorandum  seiz'd, 
And  when  the  notes  he  counted  o'er, 
With  most  emphatic  pleasure  swore, 
That  was  the  surest  salve  e'er  found. 
To  check  the  rancour  of  a  wound, 
And  if  as  well  all  hurts  would  pay. 
He  could  stand  threshing  every  day. 

Releas'd  from  quod  and  anguish  too. 
To  the  first  inn  that  came  in  view, 
(Each  for  a  diff'rent  cruize  agog) 
To  take  a  parting  glass  of  grog, 
The  tars  repair'd,  with  glee  to  crown 
The  hour  they  now  could  call  their  own. 

In  heaven's  saloon,  superbly  bright 
With  rich  unnumber'd  worlds  of  light. 
The  moon,  sole  empress  of  the  scene, 
In  virgin  modesty  serene, 
Gave  lustre  to  th'  etherial  plain, 
While  darkness  with  his  gloomy  train, 
Compell'd  at  Dian's  glance  to  fly, 
Rush'd  headlong  down  the  sloping  sky. 

The  moon  had  shed  her  pensive  beam. 
Upon  the  scarcely  ruffled  stream. 
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Reflected  on  the  waving  tides, 

And  from  the  shipping's  painted  sides, 

When  Bowsprit  stepp'd  on  board  his  boat, 

Which  at  the  pier-head  lay  afloat. 

To  urge  his  distant,  devious  way. 

To  where  the  gallant  Ajax  lay. 

Tho'  rough  the  tar,  and  unrefin'd, 
Untouch'd  with  soften'd  tints  his  mind, 
Altho'  his  bosom,  like  his  face, 
Knew  but  one  solitary  grace  ; 
And  that  tho'  found  to  wear  and  win, 
In  nature  scarce  to  grace  akin, 
A  valour  which  no  time  could  rend, 
Nor  foe  could  break,  nor  force  could  bend  : — 
Tho'  all  to  harmony  unknown, 
His  ear  was  callous  as  a  stone. 
And  poetry  he  rudely  scouted. 
As  only  for  land-lubbers  suited. 
Yet  as  upon  the  tranquil  deep, 
He  saw  the  silver  moon-light  sleep. 
And  mark'd  the  shadows  ling'ring  still, 

Beneath  green  Edgecumbe's  distant  hill, 

As  if,  secure  in  strength  of  pride, 

The  gentle  lustre  they  defied  : 

And  saw  the  fast-receding  shores. 

And  heard  the  plashing  of  the  oars, 
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Which  seem'd  to  hang,  with  sweet  delight, 

Upon  th'  attentive  ear  of  night ; 

And  now  and  then,  the  fall  and  swell 

Of  some  watch-mariner's  "  All's  Well !  " 

Which  came  with  hoarse  ungrateful  sound, 

From  the  thick,  vessels  scatter'd  round  : 

As  floated  to  his  ear  and  eye, 

Night's  solitary  scene  and  cry, 

The  native  sternness  of  his  breast. 

By  some  strange  spell  was  laid  to  rest, 

And  thoughts  which  late  with  peace  rebell'd. 

Were  now  to  sudden  softness  quell'd. 

A  pensive  influence  o'er  him  stole, 

And  melted  down  the  warrior's  soul. 

In  this  soft  hour  before  him  flew 
(For  nature  to  herself  is  true), 
The  floating  forms  of  parents  dear. 
To  sweet  affection's  optics  near. 
Whose  very  faces  seem'd  to  start 
Fresh  from  the  mirror  of  the  heart : 
He  heard  the  voice,  he  saw  the  smile, 
The  mother's  unforgotten  wile. 
And  read  again  his  father's  joy. 
To  mark  the  progress  of  his  boy. 
And  last  in  feeling's  painted  glass, 
Tho'  far  from  least,  his  fav'rite  lass. 
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Sweet  Mary  of  the  Avon  stood, 
As  when  her  figure  last  he  view'd  ; 
As  fair,  as  fond,  as  blithe,  as  free, 
As  full  of  love  and  constancy. 


What  meant  that  start  ?  was  that  a  sigh  ? 
Was  that  a  tear  in  Bowsprit's  eye  ? 
Had  love  so  greatly  vanquish'd  war, 
As  to  have  pierced  the  hardy  tar  ? 
Yes,  love  whose  pointed  arrow  cleaves 
The  breast  which  feller  slaughter  leaves. 
Who  with  an  equal  power  enslaves. 
The  sturdiest  and  the  weakest  knaves, 
Had  with  poor  Bowsprit  play'd  the  devil, 
And  in  his  heart  held  constant  revel. 

Mary  in  years  alone  was  green. 
For  she  had  scarcely  told  nineteen. 
When  Bowsprit,  to  relax  from  toil. 
Last  visited  his  native  soil. 
Some  three  years  since,  love's  fatal  dart 
Had  fix'd  its  venom  in  his  heart  : 
The  maid  was  kind,  and  Bowsprit  bold, 
And  soon  the  tale  of  love  was  told. 
And  then  'twas  fix'd,  when  war  was  o'er, 
Bowsprit  would  wed,  and  roam  no  more. 
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Now  all  these  forms,  a  valued  train, 
Came  rushing  o'er  the  sailor's  brain  ; 
Entered  his  bosom's^  inmost  cell,  - 
And  o'er  his  roughness  cast  a  spell. 

But  brief  the  space  to  softness  giv'n, 
Soon  was  the  thread  of  fancy  riv'n  : 
The  vision  faded  from  his  brain, 
And  Bowsprit  was  himself  again  : 
When  sudden  broke  upon  his  view 
The  Ajax  and  her  gallant  crew. 

Once  more  aboard,  at  break  of  day, 
The  haughty  ship  was  under  weigh  j 
The  canvass  set,  the  fav'ring  gales 
Wantonly  kiss'd  the  swelling  sails  ; 
And  o'er  the  ocean's  surgy  bed. 
Her  rapid  course  the  vessel  sped. 

Thrice  had  the  sun  stopp'd  to  immerge 
His  rays  'neath  ocean's  western  verge  ; 
Thrice  set  beyond  the  farthest  seas, 
To  dawn  upon  the  Antipodes  ; 
And  twice  had  leaden  darkness  swept 
The  deep,  and  brief  dominion  kept. 
When  Bowsprit  gain'd  the  channel  fleet. 
Rejoicing  many  a  friend  to  greet. 
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Bowsprit  his  wreaths  to  multiply, 
For  new  exploits  began  to  sigh  ; 
Nor  slept  that  hanger  in  its  sheath, 
Which  reck'd  to  check  or  scatter  death  ; 
For  fortune  fed  the  glowing  flame, 
And  open'd  soon  a  path  for  fame. 

Scarce  had  a  week  its  circuit  run. 
Before  one  eve,  at  set  of  sun, 
The  admiral's  signal  up  was  haul'd. 
Which  all  the  squadron's  captains  call'd. 

"  Now,  gentlemen,"  the  Admiral  cry'd 
To  the  brave  legion  by  his  side  : 
"  You  know  the  service  to  be  done, 
"  Yon  well  trench'd  fortress  must  be  won  : 
"  'Twill  be  a  deed  of  no  slight  danger, 
"  But  we  to  peril  are  no  stranger. 
"  Say  is  there  one  so  dead  to  fear, 
"That  will  this  service  volunteer  ?  " 

Now  Bowsprit's  heart,  o'ercharg'd  with  glee. 
Swelling  with  intrepidity. 
Beat  boist'rously  within  his  breast, 
As  the  sweet  words  his  ear  carest ; 
And  long  'ere  language  could  find  vent. 
His  face  had  sounded  his  intent. 
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"  Sir,"  quoth  the  tar,  "  if  I  may  venture, 
"  Thus  quickly  my  reply  to  enter  ; 
"  Let  me  entreat  you  to  decide, 
"  That  here  my  talents  may  be  try'd. 
"  I  know  how  many  captains  round, 
"  In  skill  and  courage  more  abound  : 
"  But  if  to  fell  me  should  be  fated, 
"  Their  value  should  be  higher  rated  ; 
"  And  if  I  perish  in  the  fray, 
"  'Tis  better  I  should  die  than  they  !  " 

The  captains,  with  amazement  struck. 
At  Bowsprit's  answer,  prais'd  his  pluck. 
And  in  his  favour  strait  resign'd. 
The  deed  so  suited  to  his  mind. 

Now  Bowsprit,  who  with  courage  burn'd. 
Back  to  his  vessel  quick  return'd. 
And  to  his  crew,  so  noble-hearted. 
The  tidings  he  had  brought  imparted. 
Three  cheers  that  sounded  to  the  sky, 
Were  the  brave  sailors'  prompt  reply  : 
For  every  soul  was  fir'd  to  try 
In  the  red  lists  of  victory. 

The  midnight  watch  was  set ;  the  night, 
Bedeck'd  with  stars,  was  calm  and  light ; 


A  POST  CAPTAIN  39 

The  moon,  unconscious  of  the  deed, 
Which  fated  many  a  wight  to  bleed, 
Lent  her  pale  glare  to  shew  the  way, 
And  lead  the  warriors  to  the  fray. 

Her  anchor  weigh'd  ;  the  Ajax  left 
The  squadron,  and  the  billows  cleft ; 
And  to  a  bay  some  leagues  a-head. 
Her  swift  and  silent  passage  sped. 
Before  the  gale  she  gaily  llew. 
And  bore  her  bold,  undaunted  crew, 
Whom  fancy  had  already  crown'd, 
And  with  the  wreath  of  conquest  bound. 

An  hour  before  the  beam  of  morn 
Had  deign'd  the  welkm  to  adorn. 
Or  in  its  gay  and  graceful  pride, 
Had  polish'd  o'er  the  gladsome  tide. 
Where  some  rude  rocks,  uncouthly  strange, 
Shelter'd  her  from  the  battery's  range. 
While  she  could  round  her  anchor  swing, 
And  every  gun  to  bearing  bring, 
The  Ajax  dropped  her  sheet,  to  pour 
Her  heroes  on  the  hostile  shore. 

The  boats  are  launch'd,  now  thro'  the  surge 
A  chosen  band  their  passage  urge. 
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And  thro'  high  surf  and  breezes  hoarse, 
Pursued  their  unsuspected  course. 

The  favor'd  bows  now  touch  the  strand, 
The  tars  in  steady  silence  land  ; 
And  the  marines,  with  courage  warm. 
In  van  and  rear,  most  promptly  form, 
While  not  a  Spaniard  thought  of  fear. 
Nor  dreamt  that  danger  loiter'd  there. 

Now  from  the  east,  light's  earliest  thrill 
Came  flickering  o'er  the  lofty  hill, 
And  slowly  broke  across  the  plain. 
And  ting'd  with  grey  the  murm'ring  main  : 
Bowsprit  had  scal'd  a  neighbouring  height, 
Under  the  cover  of  the  night, 
And  now  was  prompt  to  seize  the  hour, 
'Ere  morning  should  betray  his  power. 

Advanc'd  before  his  troop,  the  tar 
Survey'd  the  fortress  frowning  far  ; 
The  distance  of  a  mile  it  lay, 
Defended  by  a  hilly  way  ; 
A  solitary  sentry,  plac'd 
Behind  a  ridge,  carelessly  pac'd 
His  stated  march  :  him  Bowsprit  hied, 
Patroling  down  the  mountain  side, 
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Rush'd  on  him,  and  with  sudden  stroke, 
'Ere  to  his  peril  he  awoke, 
Laid  the  unrecking  soldier  low, 
Before  he  saw  his  secret  foe. 


Tho'  sharp  the  blow,  the  ill  was  slight ; 
Recovered  soon,  the  captive  wight. 
With  hope  of  being  well  rewarded, 
Develop'd  how  the  fort  was  guarded. 
And  thro'  hid  paths  conducted  strait 
The  warriors  to  the  weakest  gate. 

The  guards  scarce  half  awake,  just  heard 
Within  the  walls,  the  passport  word  ; 
And  without  fear  or  more  report, 
Unbarr'd  the  portal  of  the  fort. 
Then  with  a  loud  and  long  halloo. 
In  rush'd  brave  Bowsprit  and  his  crew. 
While  each  astonish'd  chevalier 
Who  scarce  had  yet  found  time  to  fear, 
Now  shook  himself,  and  rubb'd  his  eyes 
With  mingled  horror  and  surprise. 
To  hear  the  shrieks  and  dismal  moans. 
The  clang  of  arms,  the  stunning  groans, 
And  madden'd  shout,  and  anguish'd  yell, 
Of  those  who  conquer'd  or  who  fell. 
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Now  loud  and  louder  grew  the  strife,- 
And  life  was  freely  given  for  life ; 
New  foes  appear'd,  and  there  was  need, 
But  ah  !   they  only  came  to  Weed  ; 
And  where  they  hop'd  to  gain  a  wreath. 
But  sweli'd  the  carnival  of  death. 


The  haughty  Spaniard  soon  subdued, 
No  more  his  gallant  foe  withstood. 
But  dropping  arms  as  well  as  pride. 
Most  lustily  for  quarter  cried. 
The  haughty  commandant  now  came, 
His  visage  ruddied  o'er  with  shame, 
With  whisker'd  cheeks,  and  lengthen'd  chin, 
And  rage  and  hatred  in  his  grin  : 
And  as  with  stern  and  haughty  port, 
He  yielded  up  the  conquer'd  fort, 
There  was  a  fury  in  his  look. 
Which  Bowsprit's  spirit  ill  could  brook. 
But  soon  reflection  told  the  tar. 
Gently  to  touch  the  sores  of  war. 
And  strive  with  kindness  to  efface 
The  recollection  of  disgrace. 

The  fort  now  ta'en,  soon  in  the  sky. 
The  British  colours  floated  high  : 
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The  guns  were  spiked — the  towers  that  crown'd 
The  fort,  were  levell'd  with  the  ground, 
And  scarce  a  wall  was  left  to  shew 
The  batteries  which  frown'd  below. 


Now  Bowsprit  told  his  prisoners  o'er, 
Which  doubled  his  own  force  and  more  ; 
But  while  in  sad  incertitude 
The  brave  and  veteran  warrior  stood, 
How  he  with  safety  might  dispose 
This  vast  out-numbering  host  of  foes, 
He  from  his  eminence  survey'd 
The  British  squadron,  which  had  weigh'd. 
And  now  before  a  friendly  gale, 
Was  scudding  under  press  of  sail, 
To  come  to  anchor  in  the  bay. 
Where  the  victorious  Ajax  lay. 

The  British  flag  now  broad  and  fair 
Disported  gaily  on  the  air. 
And  Bowsprit  learnt,  with  no  small  glee, 
His  force  was  all  entire,  save  three. 
And  now  disarm'd,  the  Spanish  train 
Were  strongly  guarded  to  the  main  ; 
And  those  who  show'd  such  haughty  bearing, 
And  thought  no  object  worth  their  caring 
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At  set  of  sun,  now  at  it's  rising, 
(Change  to  themselves  sad  as  surprising  !) 
Saw  power  and  freedom  at  one  blow, 
Laid  at  the  mercy  of  a  foe. 

That  foe  was  brave — the  contest  o'er, 
Anger  and  hate  were  felt  no  more. 
No  more  resentment's  breath,  so  fell, 
Stirr'd  up  each  passion  to  rebel. 
Nor  with  malignity's  foul  pest, 
Wither'd  up  mercy  in  the  breast, 
But  every  victor  strove  to  heal. 
The  ills  the  vanquish'd  fain  must  feel, 
And  sooth'd  them  by  a  kind  relief 
To  sweet  forgetfulness  of  grief. 


END    OF    CHAPTER    THIRD 
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CHAPTER  THE  FOURTH 

npHE  fleet  now  round  the  headland  wore, 

And  came  to  anchor  close  in  shore, 
And  every  effort  then  was  made 
To  give  the  gallant  Bowsprit  aid. 
A  crowd  of  boats  push'd  off  for  land. 
To  take  the  prisoners  from  the  strand  ; 
Bowsprit  himself,  to  bear  report 
Of  the  reduction  of  the  fort, 
On  board  the  Admiral  quickly  sped 
To  tell  it  to  the  squadron's  head. 

Pleas'd  with  the  deed  the  tar  had  done, 
Triumph  so  cheaply,  nobly  won, 
In  presence  of  the  assembled  fleet, 
The  chief  advanc'd  the  tar  to  greet, 
And  promis'd  mention  should  be  made 
Of  the  vast  prowess  he  display'd  ; 
Mention  most  honourable  too 
Of  the  behaviour  of  his  crew  ; 
Since  all  had  gain'd  resplendent  fame, 
And  grac'd  anew  their  country's  name. 
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But  still  to  active  service  fated, 
Greater  exploits  the  tar  awaited. 
The  French  had  gain'd  the  information, 
That  England's  fleet  had  left  their  station  ; 
And  trusting  they  had  sail'd  afar, 
To  distant  seas  to  carry  war. 
The  timid  foe,  most  valorous  grown, 
For  long  supineness  to  atone, 
Their  cables  slipp'd,  and  once  more  free, 
Most  boldly  ventur'd  out  to  sea. 

But  fate  who  always  loves  the  brave. 
And  frowns  upon  the  trembling  knave, 
Gave  in  commission  to  the  gales, 
To  fill  the  vaunting  Frenchmen's  sails. 
And  bear  them  thro'  the  briny  way. 
To  where  the  panting  Britons  lay. 

But  who  may  paint  the  scene  of  fright. 
The  Gallic  fleet  display'd  that  night. 
The  quivering  lip — the  fear  blanch'd  cheek — 
The  tongue  that  would,  but  could  not  speak — 
Th'  untold,  anticipated  pains — 
The  life  blood  curdling  in  the  veins — 
The  knees  that  knock'd — the  hair  that  stood 
In  porcupinish  attitude — 


A  POST  CAPTAIN 

The  teeth  that  chattered — and  the  eye 
Brimful  of  tears  that  scorn'd  to  dry  ? 

''Mon  D'leu !  "  the  captain  cry'd.  *■'■  Mon Duu  !  " 
Responded  all  his  shaking  crew. 
"  D'lable  !  "  roar'd  the  captain's  mate, 
And  cross'd  himself,  and  scratch'd  his  pate  ; 
Saints  of  each  standing  and  condition, 
Were  quickly  put  in  requisition. 
And  begg'd  out  of  this  scrape  to  lead  'em, 
That  English  hangers  might  not  bleed  'em  ! 

But  Heaven  a  deaf  ear  sternly  turn'd. 
And  cruelly  their  aves  spurn'd  ; 
For  tho'  they  hoisted  every  sail. 
And  pray'd  for  some  north-western  gale, 
To  waft  them  swiftly  o'er  the  main, 
And  carry  them  to  port  again  ; 
As  if  their  cowardice  to  spite, 
A  calm  came  on  that  very  night. 
And  fix'd  poor  Monsieur  Nong  Tong  Paiu. 
Within  the  British  Lion's  claw  ! 

Now  every  English  heart  of  oak, 
Leap'd  joyous  when  the  morning  broke. 
And  show'd  the  French  fleet  scatter'd  round 
Far  as  the  eye's  remotest  bound. 
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"  My  lads,"  quoth  Bowsprit,  "Heaven  is  kind  ! 
"  The  knaves  can't  i\y  for  want  of  wind  ! 
"  Let  hope  and  courage  now  beat  high, 
"  For  we  are  sure  of  victory  ! 
"  Be  cool  and  quick,  let  each  man's  boast 
"  Be  that  he  never  left  his  post ; 
"  But  waited  there  whatever  came, 
"A  glorious  death  or  living  fame  !  " 

Three  cheers  the  gallant  seamen  gave, 
And  shouted  "  victory,  or  a  grave  !  " 
Just  then  a  mild  and  lucky  breeze 
Came  gently  rustling  o'er  the  seas ; 
The  admiral  signal  gave  to  weigh, 
And  get  in  trim  for  instant  fray. 
Now  soft  and  slow  the  canvass  fill'd, 
And  every  heart  with  ardour  thrill'd. 
As  mov'd  the  fleet  in  gay  parade. 
And  all  their  painted  sides  display'd. 
Gay  glittering  in  the  morning  beam. 
Which  kiss'd  them  with  propitious  gleam. 

The  Frenchmen  strove — to  flight  inclin'd — 
To  take  advantage  of  the  wind. 
While  Bowsprit  from  the  mizen  view'd 
Their  movement,  strength,  and  attitude. 
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Six  seventy-fours,  as  he  could  guess, 
Labour'd  to  larboard  with  great  stress ; 
Eight  other  three-deckers  appear'd 
More  to  the  west,  which  also  steer'd 
An  equal  course  :  while  frigates  four, 
Around  the  rear-most  line-ship  wore. 

Now  all  the  captains  of  the  fleet, 
By  signal  ordered  strait  to  meet, 
Receiv'd  their  orders  in  a  trice. 
Accompanied  with  sage  advice. 

"  Brothers  !  "  the  gallant  admiral  quoth — 
*'  To  waste  the  time  I  feel  most  loth  ! 
*'  Yet  'tis  a  duty  I  obey 
*'  Which  prompts  the  little  I  shall  say. 
"  You  all  in  battle  have  been  tried — 
*'  Your  country's  hope — your  country's  pride — 
*'  And  each  has  stood  the  tug  of  war 
*'  Like  a  true-hearted  British  tar. 
*'  Once  more  'tis  now  your  privilege 
*'  The  Gallic  eagle  to  unfledge. 
*'  Be  resolute  on  danger's  brink, 
*'  And  fight  your  vessels  till  they  sink, 
*'  RatherJ^than  let  your  honour  fag, 
"  Or  bring  discredit  on  my  flag. 
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"  I  see  my  answer  in  each  eye, 

*'  The  surest  pledge  of  victory  : 

"  Now  then,  my  gallant  friends,  away  ! 

"  May  glory  smile  upon  the  day  !  " 

Answer  was  brief — no  boast  of  words- 
A  solemn  oath  upon  their  swords. 
That  England  should  that  day  maintain. 
And  unabridg'd,  her  ocean  reign — 
Was  sworn — and  each  with  spirits  light, 
Then  hasten'd  to  prepare  for  fight. 

Twelve  of  the  line  the  British  fleet 
Display'd,  the  Gallic  force  to  meet : 
But  'twas  a  line  no  foe  e'er  broke, 
And  all  their  crews  had  hearts  of  oak, 
Who  without  fear  their  bosoms  bar'd. 
For  life  or  death  alike  prepar'd. 
Who  scorn'd  to  shrink  and  fear'd  to  fly, 
But  never  knew  the  fear  to  die. 

Such  stern  undaunted  souls  as  these, 
Cradled  upon  the  boisterous  seas — 
A  hardy  and  unconquer'd  crew. 
Whose  courage  jjrew  as  danger  grew — 
What  mariners  from  other  strand, 
Could  find  the  vigour  to  withstand  ? 


A  POST  CAPTAIN  51 

None  !    France  in  many  a  fatal  hour, 
Had  bow'd  reluctant  to  their  power : 
The  Spaniard  too  had  dropp'd  his  sword, 
Obedient  to  the  Briton's  word  : 
The  haughty  Dane,  in  frequent  strife, 
Had  by  submission  purchas'd  life  ; 
And  those  from  Russia's  black  domam. 
Had  battled  with  such  foe  in  vain. 

But  in  another  contest  now, 
Fated  was  haughty  France  to  bow  ; 
Again  the  victor's  palm  to  yield. 
Upon  old  ocean's  liquid  field  ; 
And  thro'  her  veins  again  to  feel 
The  soul-enlarging  British  steel. 

Now  foremost  in  the  squadron's  van, 
In  the  career  of  glory  ran 
The  gallant  Ajax  and  her  crew, 
Eager  their  comrades  to  out-do, 
Ardent  the  contest  to  begin. 
And  the  rich  maiden  wreath  to  win. 

The  first  lieutenant  was  a  youth 
Whom  Bowsprit  lov'd  with  warmth  and  truth  : 
Ten  years  together  they  had  sail'd. 
And  when  the  captain's  star  prevail'd. 
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Above  this  brother's  of  his  heart, 
Thro'  life  they  swore  they  would  not  part, 
While  prayer  or  interest  could  maintain 
Unbroken,  friendship's  sacred  chain. 


"Mizen,"  quoth  Bowsprit — "you  or  I, 
"  May  be  ordain'd  by  fate  to  die. 
"We  have  been  friends  five  years  twice  told, 
"  And  love  grows  strong  as  it  grows  old. 
"  Should  I  be  shot,  since  none  can  know, 
"  Till  the  time  happens,  who  may  go, 
"  You'll  find  within  my  locker  stor'd 
"  Some  trinkets  which  I  brought  on  board, 
"  When  last  we  touch'd  a  port,  them  take, 
"And  send  to  Mary,  for  my  sake, 
"  And  tell  her,  and  my  parents  too, 
"  I  died  as  tars  should  burn  to  do  ; 
"  That  Providence  had  fix'd  my  doom, 
"  And  glory  led  me  to  my  tomb !  " 


Poor  Mizen,  tho'  no  melting  lubber, 
Spite  of  himself,  began  to  blubber  : 
And  whimper'd  out  his  honest  wishes. 
That  Bowsprit  yet  might  cheat  the  fishes, 
And  live  as  well  to  win  new  glory. 
As  to  go  home  and  tell  the  story. 
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The  breeze  now  swell'd  into  a  gale, 
And  bellied  out  each  yielding  sail  ; 
Within  gun-shot  the  foe  appear'd, 
With  all  her  decks  for  action  clear'd. 
No  time  remain'd  to  beat  the  air 
With  useless  words  :   but  all  prepare, 
For  horrid  fight — ready  for  blood. 
Now  fore  and  aft  the  seamen  stood  ; 
And  Bowsprit,  seeing  all  was  ready, 
Cried  thro'  his  trumpet,  "  steady  !    steady  !  " 

The  Ajax  now  half-cable's  length 
From  a  stern  foe  of  equal  strength. 
Waited  the  signal  to  begin 
The  battle's  havoc,  fire  and  din. 
'Tis  giv'n — hark. !    'tis  the  captain's  cry — 
"  Stand  by,  my  hearts  of  oak,  stand  by  !  " 
"  All  ready !  "  was  the  answering  whoop 
Which  ran  along  the  crowded  poop. 
*'  Run  her  alongside  !  "  quoth  the  tar, 
"  And  let  her  smell  the  smoke  of  war !  " 

Scarce  was  the  order  heard,  before 
The  ponderous  vessel  swiftly  wore. 
Ran  promptly  thro'  the  briny  tide. 
And  lay  against  the  Gaul's  broadside 
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"  Fire  !  "  Bowsprit  cry'd — the  vaulted  heav'n 
With  mortal  thunders  then  was  riv'n  : 
Havoc  unloos'd  her  sanguine  train, 
And  revell'd  o'er  the  reeking  main. 
Promptly  the  Gallic  guns  replied, 
Soon  rag'd  the  fight  on  every  side ; 
And  mingling  with  the  waves  below, 
Life-currents  roll'd  their  crimson  flow. 

Then  many  a  tar  was  doom'd  to  fall, 
When  Britain  struggled  with  the  Gaul. 
But  Bowsprit,  gallantly  serene, 
Was  in  the  hottest  conflict  seen, 
Dealing  about  him  many  a  wound. 
And  scattering  fell  destruction  round. 

Thrice  had  the  Frenchmen  strove  in  vain, 
To  board  upon  the  Briton's  main. 
And  thrice,  tho'  gallantly  she  toil'd. 
Had  in  the  bold  attempt  been  toil'd ; 
The  third  time,  most  completely  beat, 
While  still  effecting  her  retreat, 
A  pistol  ball  pierced  Mizen's  neck. 
And  laid  him  prostrate  on  the  deck. 

"Avast,"  cried  Bowsprit,  "that  d — d  shot 
"  Has  finished  luckless  Mizen's  lot. 
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"  Bear  him  below  :   a  nobler  tar 

"  Never  yet  stood  the  brunt  of  war  ; 

"  He  has  discharg'd  the  common  debt ; 

"  His  race  is  run,  his  sun  is  set ; 

"  To  the  heart's  core  in  battle  brave, 

"  Friendship  shall  weep  upon  his  grave  ; 

"  And  death  may  boast  he  never  parted 

"Two  friends  more  true  and  honest-hearted  !  " 


Just  then,  to  Bowsprit's  great  surprise, 
Poor  Mizen  op'd  his  dying  eyes, 
And,  as  his  captain  o'er  him  bent, 
'Ere  the  last  ebb  of  breath  was  spent, 
While  on  his  brow  the  marble  hue 
Of  death,  more  firm  and  frigid  grew. 
His  faultering  tongue  essay'd  to  gain 
A  respite  from  its  icy  chain. 
And  thus  with  toiling  vigor  tried 
The  broken  stream  of  sound  to  guide — 

"Dear  captain,  'tis  Heaven's  will,  and  I 
"  Obey  the  word,  and  calmly  die  ! 
"  When  did  I  tremble  at  death's  power  ? 
"  When  did  I  flinch  in  danger's  hour  ? 
"  Always  alive  to  duty's  call, 
"  Ready  to  conquer  or  to  fall. 
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"  No  slurring  shade  of  coward  fear 

"  Has  ever  clouded  my  career. 

*'I  have  a  mother — may  I  ask 

"My  captain  to  perform  the  task, 

"  Of  telling  how  her  darling  son 

"  Fell,  'midst  the  laurels  he  had  won. 

"  And  since  chill  want  has  dimm'd  her  day, 

"My  few  arrears  of  prize  and  pay, 

"  My  friend,  perchance,  will  to  her  bear, 

"  To  moderate  the  pangs  of  care. 

"  And  tho'  to  me  relentless  fate 

"  Has  clos'd  up  honor's  glorious  gate  ; 

"  Ended  my  visions  of  promotion, 

"  And  all  my  travels  on  the  ocean  ; 

"  To  you  kind  Heaven  will  yet  concede, 

"  Full  many  a  glory  teeming-meed, 

"  And  write  your  lov'd,  heroic  name, 

"  The  foremost  on  the  scroll  of  fame. 

"  Farewell — friends — captain — all — good  night ! 

"A  cloud  conceals  you  from  my  sight!  " 

Another  farewell  linger'd  long. 
In  broken  accents  on  his  tongue, 
But  feeble  was  the  last  essay. 
And  half  the  murmur  died  away. 
His  eye  one  parting  beam  disclos'd, 
Then  on  mankind  for  ever  clos'd. 
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But  as  the  sailors  bore  away 

The  now  inanimated  clay, 

A  tear  on  Bowsprit's  gallant  cheek, 

Betray'd  a  grief  he  could  not  speak  ; 

And  shew'd,  that  spite  of  rugged  will, 

His  heart  was  true  to  nature  still. 


But  little  space  for  tears  was  there, 
The  din  of  war  defeated  care. 
Scarce  had  he  wip'd  his  eyes,  before 
Three  line  of  battle  on  him  bore, 
Open'd  their  broadsides  stem  and  stern. 
And  seera'd  their  puny  foe  to  spurn. 

Pondering  an  instant.  Bowsprit  stood, 
Amidst  the  swell  of  spray  and  blood — 
'Twas  not  a  pause  of  dark  dismay. 
Nor  fear  of  disproportion'd  fray. 
That  caus'd  the  tar  his  fire  to  check. 
And  stand  supinely  on  the  deck. 
No  ;  'twas  a  fleeting  moment,  fraught 
With  mute  intensity  of  thought  ; 
An  instant  snatch'd  from  toilsome  strife. 
With  scheme  of  mighty  import  rife, 
In  which  he  plann'd  a  measure  bold 
As  e'er  in  martial  tale  was  told. 
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See  Bowsprit  from  his  reverie, 
Starts  to  his  wonted  energy ; 
Again  his  voice,  so  stern  and  strong, 
Pours  vigour  thro'  his  gallant  throng. 
"  Now  lay  the  Ajax,  lads,"  he  cried — ■ 
"  Upon  your  starboard  foe's  broadside  : 
"  For  one  tremendous  blow  prepare, 
"  Bring  every  tier  of  gun  to  bear 
"Directly  on  the  Frenchman's  hold, 
"  Be  prompt,  be  resolute  and  bold  !  " 

Three  cheers  that  shook  the  rigging  round, 
And  made  the  shatter'd  air  resound, 
Shew'd  with  what  joy  the  daring  band, 
Receiv'd  their  captain's  bold  command. 
Swift  to  her  post  the  vessel  swung  ; 
"  Ready,"  the  first  lieutenant  sung, 
And  fore  and  aft,  the  crew  all  stood. 
In  battle's  sternest  attitude. 


"  Steady  lads,  fire  !  "  the  captain  roar'd  ; 
The  peal  burst  headlong  at  the  word, 
A  horrid  crash  !   A  shriek,  was  all 
The  answer  of  the  ruin'd  Gaul — 
Her  keel  was  perforated  thro'. 
And  slaughter'd  half  her  hopeless  crew  ; 
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No  more  she  rode  the  briny  flood ; 
The  spot  was  vacant,  where  she  stood ; 
And  all  her  splendor  found  a  grave, 
Embedded  in  the  reckless  wave. 

The  Ajax,  at  the  dread  recoil 
Reel'd  to  and  fro  with  mighty  toil, 
And  well  nigh  perish'd  with  the  blow 
That  hurl'd  destruction  on  her  foe  ; 
But,  with  her  courage,  fate,  delighted. 
The  heaving  vessel  promptly  righted. 

But  now  the  haughty  Gallic  foe, 
Which  sorely  rak'd  her  on  her  bow, 
Scar'd  by  her  comrade's  awful  fate, 
An  instant  seemed  to  hesitate. 
As  doubtful  to  pursue  the  fray. 
Or  crowd  her  sail,  and  make  away. 
Lest  equal  fate  might  promptly  doom 
Her  prospects  to  a  billowy  tomb. 

But  Bowsprit,  who  observ'd  her  waver, 
Swift  as  a  demi-semiquaver, 
Wore  round,  and  at  his  word,  the  crew. 
Their  grappling  irons  promptly  threw, 
The  Gaul's  superior  force  defied. 
And  lash'd  the  vessel  side  by  side. 
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"Well  done,  my  lads,"  cry'd  Bowsprit  then. 
Praise  from  the  chief  inflam'd  the  men  : 
With  gallantry  that  mock'd  all  check, 
They  rush'd  upon  the  hostile  deck, 
With  fiery  hope,  and  vigor  high, 
Carv'd  a  short  path  to  victory. 
And  soon  the  British  ensign  wav'd. 
Above  the  flag  it  lately  brav'd. 

The  third,  a  huge  three-decker,  scar'd. 
For  flight  most  rapidly  prepar'd  ; 
Unfurl'd  her  canvass  to  the  gale. 
And  from  the  scene  of  fight  made  sail. 

But  vain  her  flight — the  British  line, 
Now  grasps  the  wreath  their  foes  resign. 
And  o'er  the  vast,  unbounded  heath. 
Pauses  the  crimson  tide  of  death. 
No  more  the  vivid  lightnings  fly, 
Nor  mortal  thunders  rive  the  sky. 

Now  sweeter  tasks  await  each  tar  ; 
Mercy  usurps  the  seat  of  war ; 
And  many  a  struggling  boat  now  braves 
The  temper'd  fury  of  the  waves. 
To  rescue  from  destruction's  throat. 
The  tars  which  on  the  billows  float. 
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There  many  a  grinning  corse  is  seen, 
All  sternly  desolate  its  mien, 
As  tho'  its  bitter  scorn  of  strife 
Had  yet  outliv'd  the  lapse  of  life. 
There  many  a  seaman  struggled  still, 
His  strength  at  variance  with  his  will. 
To  add  to  animation's  store, 
A  short — a  fleeting  moment  more, 
Which  wave  and  wound  conspir'd  to  tear 
From  his  sad  catalogue  of  care. 
To  rescue  from  their  billowy  bed 
The  dying,  and  to  merge  the  dead  ; 
Of  boats  a  numerous  scatter'd  train. 
Cover  the  surface  of  the  main  ; 
And  the  rude  hands,  still  moist  and  red 
With  the  life-stream  of  those  who  bled, 
Were  now  in  pity  stretched  to  save 
Their  drowning  victims  from  the  grave. 

Now  waves  the  signal  to  the  fleet, 
For  all  the  gallant  chiefs  to  meet 
On  board  the  Adm'ral,  to  report 
Of  their  brave  crews  the  numbers  short. 
And  of  the  mischiefs  each  had  borne. 
On  that  severe  but  glorious  morn. 

And  thither  Bowsprit  hied  with  speed. 
And  once  again  receiv'd  the  meed 
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That  crown'd  him  boldest  in  the  fray, 
The  hero  of  that  matchless  day. 

"  I  did  my  duty,"  quoth  the  tar — 
"And  'scap'd,  thank  God,  without  a  scar' 
"  True,  it  becomes  not  me  to  say, 
*'  Who  fought  most  gallantly  to-day. 
"  But  though  to  me  the  palm  has  fell, 
"  Many  may  merit  it  as  well  : 
"  Each  man  a  hero  seem'd,  and  all 
"  Seem'd  resolute  to  win  or  fall ; 
"  And  every  brow  should  wear  the  gem 
"  Of  glory's  dazzling  diadem  !  " 


END   OF    CHAPTER    IV 


A  POST  CAPTAIN  63 


CHAPTER  THE  FIFTH 

TN  the  dispatch  which  promptly  bore 

The  tidings  to  his  native  shore, 
Again  was  Bowsprit's  name  enroU'd, 
Again  his  great  achievements  told. 
And  fortune,  who  rewards  the  brave, 
On  shore,  or  on  the  ocean-wave. 
Here  shew'd  her  usual  penetration, 
And  bless'd  her  son  on  this  occasion. 

From  out  the  fleet  he  was  selected, 
And  to  bear  home  the  news  directed. 
The  favoring  gales  blew  fresh  and  strong, 
And  urg'd  the  happy  bark  along. 
As  tho'  the  billow  and  the  wind 
With  fortune,  in  this  case,  combin'd — 
To  lay  hostility  to  sleep, 
And  give  him  passport  o'er  the  deep. 

Now  once  again  the  hero  trod. 
With  glowing  soul,  his  native  sod. 
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Around  him  prying  thousands  come, 
And  thousand  voices  hail  him  home  ; 
For  all  could  gather  from  his  air, 
So  sprightly  and  so  debonair. 
Some  glorious  tidings  he  had  brought. 
Though  frail  conjecture  knew  not  what ; 
And  Bowsprit,  tho'  with  rapture  swelling. 
Most  prudently  avoided  telling. 

In  chaise  and  four  now  gaily  seated, 
By  giddy  crowds  most  loudly  greeted, 
Bowsprit  his  rapid  course  pursu'd, 
And  soon  outstripp'd  the  multitude. 
But  as  the  post-boys  loudly  swore, 
Some  glorious  news  their  carriage  bore. 
Crowds  lin'd  each  town,  and  glances  cast. 
To  view  the  comet  as  it  pass'd, 
And  try  to  gather  from  his  visage. 
Something  that  might  explain  his  message. 

As  if  by  Bowsprit's  zeal  inspir'd. 
Few  were  the  hours  the  boys  requir'd, 
To  bear  the  gallant  tar  to  town. 
And  at  head  quarters  set  him  down. 

But  now  the  crowds  surpassing  far 
The  country  groupes,  flocked  round  the  tar, 
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With  open  mouths,  and  staring  eyes, 
Standing  on  tiptoe  with  surprize, 
And,  as  they  gather'd  round  the  spot. 
Cheering,  altho'  they  knew  not  what. 

Bowsprit  before  the  navy's  lord. 
And  all  the  honourable  board. 
Now  open'd  his  dispatches  strait, 
With  self  complacency  elate. 
And  by  command,  in  his  turn  stated, 
The  battle's  progress  ;  and  narrated. 
In  more  of  detail,  all  he  knew, 
Of  gallantry  of  chief  and  crew, 
Omitting  studiously  to  say. 
Aught  of  himself  upon  that  day. 

Swiftly  the  glorious  news  got  wind, 
And,  to  the  public  ear  consign'd. 
Was  quickly  mooted  up  and  down. 
Each  street  and  alley  of  the  town. 
And  wheresoe'er  the  tar  appear'd. 
The  multitude  their  idol  cheer'd, 
And  crowded  round  him  to  demand 
A  passing  pressure  of  his  hand. 

But  honours  of  more  splendid  sort, 
Beam'd  on  the  gallant  tar  at  court. 
5 
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For,  that  his  worth  might  be  requited, 
Within  a  fortnight  he  was  knighted  ; 
His  fame  was  vaunted  by  the  witty, 
And  swords  were  given  him  from  the  city. 


Sir  Edward  now — tho'  title  gave 
No  rank  to  one  so  nobly  brave — 
In  fashion's  circles,  where  all  worth 
Centres  in  sounding  name  or  birth. 
The  captain's  face  was  gladly  hail'd. 
And  in  the  gay  boudoir  was  nail'd. 
And  if  his  weather-beaten  phiz, 
Tempted  the  wit  of  fribbling  quiz, 
His  courage  to  the  world  well  known. 
Was  sure  to  keep  the  witling  down. 

At  Lady  Babble's  coterie. 
He  join'd  the  moodish  revelry — 
Not  that  his  rough  unpolish'd  mind 
Was  to  frivolities  inclin'd  ; 
But  Lady  Prig  who  took  upon  her. 
To  teach  him  how  to  wear  his  honor. 
To  fill  a  fashionable  place. 
And  walk  and  talk  and  dress  with  grace, 
Insisted  that  he  must  come  out. 
At  her  dear  Lady  Babble's  route  ; 
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And  he  with  politic  compliance, 
Refus'd  to  bid  her  taste  defiance. 


At  my  Lord  Flimsy's  parties,  he 
Mingled  with  youths  of  fillagree  ; 
By  dissipation  blun'd  and  blotch'd. 
In  visage  patch'd,  in  posture  notch'd, 
Whose  innovations  e'en  could  reach. 
From  modes  of  dress,  to  parts  of  speech, 
Who  minc'd  their  paces  and  their  prose. 
And  cut  their  language  like  their  clothes. 

Now  tho'  it  vex'd  the  tar  to  mix 
With  wights  whom  reason  could  not  fix  : 
Who  swore  no  laws  should  be  obey'd, 
But  those  which  mighty  fashion  made  ; 
And  counted  him  much  worse  than  fool, 
Who  had  not  studied  in  her  school ; 
He  found  himself  forc'd  to  submit 
To  chatter  to  some  lordly  chit, 
T'associate  with  some  brainless  peer, 
Who,  save  for  flattery,  had  no  ear, 
And  tickle,  while  he  scorn'd  the  man  ; 
Or  dangle  by  some  courtezan — 
To  ills  like  these  he  must  submit. 
Or  fashion's  fancy-empire  quit, 
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And  sink  again  to  vulgar  level, 

Shunn'd,  scofF'd  and  scouted  as  the  devil  ! 

Sick  of  such  follies,  more  than  once, 
The  tar,  in  fashion's  class  a  dunce, 
Apply'd  for  leave  again  to  brave 
The  rougher  pleasures  of  the  wave ; 
Desiring  with  his  crew  to  ply 
The  dang'rous  path  of  victory  ; 
And  in  the  face  of  death  to  stand, 
A  barrier  to  his  native  land. 
Rather  than  in  the  frolic  dance, 
With  petit  maitre's  skill  to  prance 
And  waste  his  scanty  hours  away. 
Amongst  the  frivolously  gay — 
A  barren  and  forbidden  wild, 
Where  neither  wit  nor  reason  smil'd, 
But  folly  led  the  pye-bald  band. 
And  held  o'er  all  supreme  command. 
The  tar  in  vain  for  service  groan'd 
Since  fate  the  happy  hour  postpon'd. 
Till  it  the  unseen  ends  had  wrought, 
With  which  its  purposes  were  fraught, 
And  forc'd  the  new  made  knight  to  appear 
In  some  still  stranger  character. 

One  morning,  my  Lord  Flimsy  quoth — 
"  Sir  Ned,  we  out  of  cash  are  both  : 
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"  And  not  enough  to  bribe  a  Venus, 

"  Could  you  and  I  make  up  between  us  ! 

"  One  single  pound  is  all  my  store  !  " — 

— "  I,"  cry'd  the  tar,  "  can  find  one  more. 
"And  d — n  me,  the'  I  blush  to  tell  it, 
"  I  know  no  earthly  way  to  swell  it !  " 

"  Listen  !  "  said  Flimsy — "  by  mere  play, 
"  Men  have  made  fortunes  in  a  day  : 
"  And,  by  the  pope,  one  lucky  deal 
"May  place  ten  thousand  at  our  will. 
"  What  say  you — shall  we  stake  our  pounds  ?  " 
The  tar  then  answer'd  promptly — "Zounds! 
"  The  stake  is  trifling;  let  us  try 
"  Our  little  stock  to  multiply. 
"  Fortune  on  sea  I  could  command, 
"I'll  try  her  ladyship  on  land." 

Now  arm-in-arm  that  very  night, 
The  shallow  peer  and  gallant  knight, 
Vowing  their  luck  alike  to  share. 
Sped  to  a  fashionable  square. 
Where  dice  and  cards  are  th'  household  gods, 
And  men  are  always  set  at  odds  : 
Where  gins  of  fierce  destruction  lie. 
Unseen,  save  by  the  practic'd  eye. 
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And  knaves,  who  know  the  art  to  ruin, 
Live  by  their  fellow-men's  undoing  ! 


The  table  round,  a  groupe  of  faces 
Appear'd,  derang'd  with  strange  grimaces. 
Which  shew'd,  as  mirrors  on  their  plates. 
The  nature  of  the  passing  fates. 
If  fortune  smil'd  a  placid  mien, 
A  winning  smile  and  brow  serene, 
Display'd  the  signs  of  wishes  blest, 
A  glowing  heart  and  peaceful  breast. 
If  o'er  the  good,  the  ill  prevail'd. 
And  each  attempt  on  fortune  fail'd, 
The  furrow'd  brow,  with  anger  wrlnkl'd. 
With  passions  vile  the  visage  sprinkl'd. 
The  half  clench'd  fist,  the  glaring  eye, 
The  mutter'd  curse,  the  stifl'd  sigh, 
Shew'd  pain  had  follow'd  close  the  sin. 
And  all  was  gloomy  hell  within. 

Each  silly  knave  paid  his  devoir 
To  the  trite  game  of  rouge  et  tio'ir. 
And  as  frail  fortune  smil'd  or  frown'd, 
The  laugh  or  curse  went  freely  round. 
High  piles  of  notes  on  every  side 
The  motley  table  occupied  ; 
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A  spell  to  drive  away  despair, 

By  keeping  hope  for  ever  there, 

And  those  who  view'd  the  goodly  pyre, 

Felt  all  the  yearnings  of  desire, 

And  strove  with  long  tho'  bootless  toil, 

To  gain  a  portion  of  the  spoil. 

His  note  Lord  Flimsy  now  divided  ; 
Sir  Edward  by  his  action  guided, 
Exchang'd  his  own,  and  then  threw  down 
Upon  the  black  a  single  crown. 
"  Black  wins  !  "  the  crown  had  multiplied, 
And  found  a  partner  by  its  side. 
«  That's  luck,"  quoth  Flimsy,  "  'pon  my  word  !  " 
Reply'd  the  tar — "  It  is  my  lord, 
"  And  to  make  winning  worth  the  trouble, 
"  Suppose,  my  lord,  the  stake  we  double." 

'Twas  done,  and  fortune  bless'd  her  son ; 
Again  the  tar  his  wager  won  ; 
Doubled  again,  still  victory  came. 
And  laurell'd  his  familiar  name  ; 
And,  'ere  the  midnight  hour  was  roar'd, 
The  happy  captain  and  my  lord, 
Reel'd  home,  and  on  enquiry  found. 
That  each  had  made  his  hundred  pound. 
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"  Zounds  !  "  Flimsy  cried,  "  this  is  good  store 
"Why,  who  the  devil  need  be  poor, 
"  When  fortune  thus  deigns  to  unfold 
"  Her  gates,  and  scatter  mints  of  gold  ? 
"  Let's  keep  the  secret  close,  and  we'll 
"  To  morrow  stake  more  largely  still !  " 

"Aye,"  quoth  the  happy  tar,  "we'll  stake  ! 
"  We'll  closely  stick  in  fortune's  wake  ! 
"  We'll  strike  not  while  a  spar  is  standing, 
"  'Tis  well,  my  lord,  to  keep  one  hand  in  !  " 

At  noon  the  following  day,  the  pair 
Went  to  the  rendezvous  of  care  ; 
But  now  by  faithless  fortune  crost, 
Each  bet,  successively  they  lost. 
The  peer  look'd  grave,  the  sailor  swore 
A  hundred  times  to  play  no  more, 
Yet,  with  a  hope  stern  fate  to  soften, 
Broke  the  forgotten  oath  as  often ; 
And  stak'd,  and  play'd,  and  stak'd  away, 
Unconquer'd  till  this  fateful  day. 

Still  wedded  to  a  hope  as  frail, 
And  false  too,  as  an  April  gale, 
While  Flimsy  in  sad  stupor  sate. 
Completely  paralyz'd  by  fate. 
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The  captain  betted  on  and  high, 
And  scorn'd  to  strike  to  destiny, 
'Till  all  that  last  night  he  had  won. 
And  thrice  a  hundred  more  were  gone ; 
For  which  with  half  distracted  mind, 
A  fatal  note  of  hand  he  sign'd. 

Bound  in  infatuation's  chain. 
Day  after  day,  the  tar  again 
Essay'd  to  win  stern  fortune  round. 
But  still  the  reckless  goddess  frown'd, 
And  in  disaster  deeper  still, 
Plung'd  him  beyond  ev'n  human  skill 
To  rescue,  till  time's  ample  tide 
Could  purge  his  wounds  of  purse  and  pride. 

Flimsy,  a  beggar,  in  disgrace. 
Ashamed  to  show  his  well-known  face, 
Lest  he  some  cheated  knave  should  meet. 
To  hoot  him  thro'  the  crowded  street, 
Flew  from  the  land  to  distant  climes. 
To  shun  the  penance  of  his  crimes. 
And  to  retrieve — more  noble  aim  ! 
By  care,  his  fortune  and  his  fame. 

But  Bowsprit's  notes  most  current  pass'd, 
And  each  was  heavier  than  the  last. 
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Thicker  the  ruin  round  him  spread, 

And  threaten'd  his  devoted  head. 

The  laurels  he  had  earn'd  so  hard, 

His  valour's  merited  reward, 

D — d  by  one  vice,  seem'd  doom'd  to  fade 

In  ignominy's  baleful  shade  ! 

But  Bowsprit,  still  in  heart  the  same. 

Felt  all  the  agonies  of  shame  ; 

Compunction's  stern  and  secret  throe, 

The  harsh  extremity  of  woe. 

And  ever  and  anon,  when  care 

Had  almost  blacken'd  to  despair. 

Would  the  bewilder'd  knight,  alone, 

Thus  to  himself  most  sadly  moan  : — 


"  Oh  !  thus  must  honest  feelings  bleed, 
"  The  dignity  of  rank  to  feed  ? 
"  Oh  !  were  I  on  the  Ajax  now, 
"  Leaning  athwart  her  lovely  bow  ; 
"  And  smiling  at  the  billows'  roar, 
"  With  scarce  a  single  thought  ashore  ! 
"  Or  were  I  now  some  foe  engaging, 
"  With  the  hot  battle  round  me  raging, 
"  I  had  been  happy,  since  e'en  death 
*'  Strikes  not  the  fame  to  steal  the  breath  ; 
•*  And  had  I  perish'd,  on  my  name 
*'  No  man  had  breath'd  the  blight  of  shame. 
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"  Now  round  my  deeds  dishonor  teems, 
"And  dissipates  my  golden  dreams. 
"  Tho'  unsubdu'd  thro'  all  earth's  climes, 
"  I  now  am  conquer'd  by  my  crimes  ; 
"  And  soon  shall  perish  in  some  cell, 
"Not  gloomier  than  my  bosom's  hell." 


END    OF    CHAPTER    V 
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CHAPTER  THE  SIXTH 

"DUT  fortune,  who  so  long  had  shown 

A  face  of  anger  to  her  son, 
As  if  of  cruelty  repenting, 
Gave  now  some  symptoms  of  relenting. 

Sir  Edward  was  rear-admiral  made, 
And  receiv'd  orders  to  invade 
An  island  in  a  distant  main. 
And  thus  new  laurels  to  obtain. 
An  expedition  amply  stor'd 
Waited  but  for  the  chief  on  board, 
To  sail  upon  its  destination, 
And  win  new  glory  for  the  nation. 

Now  both  in  circumstance  and  pride. 
The  admiral  thus  was  gratified  ; 
His  gambling  bills  were  coming  due, 
A  prison  floated  to  his  view. 
And  but  for  this  he  had  been  doom'd 
In  some  dark,  cell  to  be  entomb'd. 
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Cut  off  from  every  cheering  ray, 

Of  glory  on  a  future  day  ; 

And  forc'd  to  fret  his  little  space, 

In  irretrievable  disgrace. 

Till  death  should  terminate  his  span, 

And  end  the  sorrow  with  the  man. 


Now  many  a  peer  'gan  to  despond. 
Who  held  the  gallant  admiral's  bond. 
And  saw  by  going  to  his  ship. 
The  tar  would  give  them  all  the  slip  : 
And  many  a  greeh  his  lips  still  licking, 
The  sailor's  bones  yet  to  be  picking. 
Who  felt  that  they  should  lose  such  prey, 
As  would  not  cross  them  every  day. 
Now  sat  them  down  in  dismal  dudgeon, 
Cursing  th'  emancipated  gudgeon. 
Which  thus  had  broke  his  hateful  tether, 
'Ere  they  had  plunder'd  his  last  feather. 

Now  where  the  admiral  wak'd  or  slept, 
A  thousand  duns  their  vigils  kept, 
Hoping  by  threats  or  prayers  to  drill 
The  tar  to  payment  of  their  bill. 
But  callous  to  the  sordid  crew. 
Reckless  of  prayer  and  menace  too. 
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The  gallant  sailor  made  retreat, 
Safe  to  the  shelter  of  his  fleet, 
Weigh'd  anchor,  trusted  to  the  wind, 
And  left  his  creditors  behind. 

The  Thunderer  was  the  flag-ship  nam'd, 
For  deeds  of  gallantry  far  fani'd  ; 
Ten  battle  line  with  her  made  sail, 
And  spread  their  canvass  to  the  gale — 
The  Agincourt,  the  Foudroyant, 
The  Tiger,  and  Bellerophon, 
The  Albion,  Mars,  and  Agincourt, 
The  Caledonia,  new  from  port, 
The  Tonnant,  and  the  Charlotte,  maim'd 
With  gallant  crews  as  eye  e'er  scann'd. 

Twelve  days  and  nights  propitious  gales 
The  billows  swept,  and  fill'd  the  sails. 
Twelve  days  and  nights  in  conscious  pride, 
The  squadron  cleft  the  trackless  tide. 
The  thirteenth  morn  broke  dull  and  clouded. 
The  glories  of  the  dawn  were  shrouded. 
In  thickest  mists  that  hid  heaven's  light. 
And  all  seem'd  wrapp'd  in  second  sight. 

The  hollow  blast,  the  darken'd  sky 
Told  plainly  that  a  storm  was  nigh  ; 
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Now  vivid  lightnings  sported  round, 

And  pierc'd  the  thick  and  black  profound : 

And  now  tremendous  thunders  hurl'd 

A  stunning  terror  o'er  the  world, 

And  seem'd  to  rouze  from  nature's  sleep, 

The  latest  billows  of  the  deep. 

"  A  gale  !   a  gale  !  "  the  boatswain's  whoop, 
Ran  rapidly  along  the  poop. 
Each  eye  and  ear  was  on  the  watch  ; 
The  sails  were  reef'd  with  prompt  dispatch 
The  peals  now  broke  in  quicker  shocks, 
The  breezes  whistled  thro'  the  blocks. 

Hark  !   'tis  the  bold  lieutenant's  call — 
"  Quick,  to  the  weather  main-brace  all ! 
"  Haul  in  the  main-brace  !    pull  away  ! 
"  Now  every  inch  of  that  delay  ! 
*'  Square  all  the  yards,  and  heave  the  log  ! 
"  Huzza  !   the  vessel  cuts  the  fog, 
"And  gallantly  her  passage  keeps 
"  Along  the  wind-obeying  deeps  !  " 

"Steady,"  cry'd  Bowsprit,  "steady  all! 
*'  Anon,  you'll  have  another  squall  !  " 
Scarce  spoke  the  words,  'ere  a  loud  blast 
Made  e'en  the  veterans  stand  aghast. 
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The  pond'rous  waves  confus'dly  hurl'd, 
Seemed  as  the  feathers  of  the  world, 
Which  the  rough  gales  in  sport  did  bear, 
And  toy  with  in  the  troubled  air. 


Now  rushing  down  the  watery  steep 
Into  the  trenches  of  the  deep, 
The  straining  vessel,  worn  and  weak, 
Fate's  awful  climax  seem'd  to  seek, 
Resurgent  from  her  I'quid  grave, 
She  crested  now  the  swelling  wave. 
And  flew  to  hide  her  shatter'd  shrouds. 
Behind  a  panoply  of  clouds ; 
And  when  the  awful  lightnings'  glare. 
The  horrors  ot  the  scene  made  bare, 
And  show'd  to  each  astounded  eye, 
What  well  might  check  its  bravery  ; 
The  courage  of  so  bold  a  crew, 
Which  scarce  an  apprehension  knew, 
Seem'd  daunted  by  the  hopeless  night, 
That  broke  upon  their  startled  sight. 

The  admiral's  self,  who  oft  had  been 
Oppos'd  to  death  in  battle-din. 
And  fac'd  with  firm,  unshrinking  mind, 
The  grim  destroyer  of  mankind. 
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When  glory  round  his  terrors  threw 
A  splendid  and  attractive  hue  ; 
Now  felt  a  freezing  terror  creep 
O'er  every  sense,  and  chili  to  sleep 
The  vigours  of  a  soul  that  ne'er 
'Till  now  was  sensible  of  fear. 


Not  that  the  fear  of  death  could  shake 
A  mind  of  such  undaunted  make  ; 
But  in  obscurity  to  fall, 
Th'  inglorious  victim  of  a  squall — 
To  come  unharm'd  from  conflict's  day. 
And  die  in  elemental  fray, 
To  perish  with  his  sword  unsheath'd. 
His  brow  with  billows  only  wreath'd — 
The  bare  idea  from  his  heart. 
Made  all  the  glowing  current  start. 
And  shed  an  icy  stern  controul, 
O'er  all  his  faculties  of  soul. 

But  heaven,  who  otherwise  ordain'd, 
The  fury  of  the  storm  restrain'd. 
When  all  the  crew  their  toil  had  stay'd. 
And  counted  vain  all  human  aid. 
At  seven  A.  M.  the  storm  had  ceas'd, 
The  swell  was  mightily  decreas'd, 
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And  the  rent  vessel  plough'd  the  main, 
Obedient  to  her  helm  again. 

But  as  the  darkness  clear'd  away, 
And  made  an  opening  for  the  day  ; 
Scarce  one  of  all  the  scatter'd  fleet. 
The  admiral's  anxious  eye  could  greet. 
The  storm  had  driv'n  them  far  and  wide, 
And  howl'd  a  lesson  to  their  pride. 
And  not  before  dull  featur'd  eve. 
Her  web  of  mist  began  to  weave, 
Did  the  whole  fleet  in  motley  plight. 
And  crippled  costume  heave  in  sight. 

Now,  'twas  a  necessary  care 
To  seek  some  harbour  to  repair  ; 
Some  of  the  ships  reduc'd  to  wrecks, 
Gave  to  the  view  dismasted  decks  ; 
And  this  unmanagably  roll'd. 
And  that  had  water  in  the  hold. 

Three  leagues  a-head,  Gibraltar  Bay, 
Most  haply  for  the  squadron  lay  ; 
Thither  the  mastless  hulls  were  tow'd. 
And  anchor'd  in  the  sheltering  road. 
And  there  the  fleet,  the  dangers  past. 
That  rode  the  billow  and  the  blast. 
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In  safety  moor'd  lay  side  by  side, 

Till  their  defects  might  be  supplied. 

The  blazon  of  the  admiral's  fame, 

Here  brightly  shone,  undlmm'd  by  shame. 

And  when  he  set  his  foot  on  land, 

Amidst  an  animated  strand. 

Hundreds  did  round  the  hero  flock, 

To  shout  his  welcome  to  the  rock. 

The  town  shew'd  forth  on  the  occasion, 

A  general,  grand  illumination  ; 

The  townsmen  with  each  other  vied. 

With  ardent,  honourable  pride, 

To  shew  their  love  of  him,  whose  glory 

Had  been  the  theme  of  daily  story. 

The  lovely  fair,  whose  smile  beguiles 
The  hero's  dangers  and  his  toils, 
With  fond  endearments  round  him  press'd, 
And  made  the  sailor  more  than  blest. 
An  entertainment  too  was  made. 
Where  the  town's  wealth  was  all  array'd. 
And  luxuries  in  lavish  waste, 
Invited  the  fastidious  taste. 
The  governor  and  all  his  suite. 
Were  present  at  this  splendid  treat. 
The  military  of  the  fort. 
And  seamen  who  were  in  the  port, 
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Throng'd  there  with  double  wish  possest, 
To  share  the  glory  and  the  feast. 


At  night  to  please  the  groupes  of  fair. 
A  ball  was  giv'n,  and  beauty  there, 
Rich  in  the  ornaments  of  art, 
Made  mutiny  in  many  a  heart. 
Bowsprit,  the  idol  of  the  scene, 
With  proper  courtesy  of  mien, 
Receiv'd  the  compliments  of  all  ; 
Unharm'd  by  flattery's  wanton  squall. 
And  shook  his  foot  in  merry  reel. 
To  please  a  maiden  of  Castile, 
Whose  dark  blue  eyes,  and  roguish  glance. 
Had  made  his  heart  within  him  dance, 
And  the  soft  pressure  of  whose  skin. 
Had  made  a  shocking  wreck  within. 

Then  many  a  female  lip  was  bitten, 
To  see  the  gallant  tar  thus  smitten. 
For  envy,  that  pernicious  pest, 
Finds  harbour  in  the  loveliest  breast. 
And  wrinkled  brows,  and  anguish'd  sneers, 
And  stifled  sighs,  and  smother'd  tears, 
And  tosses  of  the  head,  and  quarrels, 
Incrcas'd  the  fair  Castilian's  laurels, 
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And  made  her  anxious  to  retain, 
Her  gallant  captive  in  her  chain. 

Ended  the  dance,  with  homage  rare. 
The  admiral  led  his  smiling  fair. 
To  where  the  side-board's  stores  were  plac'd — 
A  board  with  choicest  produce  grac'd  : 
Where  richest  fruits  divinely  blush'd, 
And  rarest  wines  from  fountains  gush'd  : 
Where  nectar  glow'd  in  sparkling  flood. 
And  ice  to  cool  the  feverish  blood. 

Here  a  sweet  tete-a-tete  the  pair. 
Amidst  the  universal  stare, 
O'er  the  whole  realm  of  luxury  rang'd. 
And  frequent  glances  interchang'd, 
Which  spoke  what  words  had  ill  exprest, 
The  secret  throbbings  of  each  breast. 
And  then  did  gallant  Bowsprit  oft. 
In  whispers  audible  tho'  soft, 
Tell  o'er  again  the  oft  told  tale, 
With  which  fond  lovers  make  assail, 
Upon  the  melting  maiden's  ears, 
To  raise  her  hopes,  and  quell  her  fears. 

Then  did  he  swear  by  all  the  gods — 
And  by  his  favorite  oath  "  Ods  bobs !  " 
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That  love  was  ever  seamen's  duty, 
Due  homage  to  the  shrine  of  beauty, 
And  who  neglected  it,  must  be  then 
A  traitor  worse  than  Turk  or  Heathen  ! 

Then  did  he  swear  that  turtle  doves, 
Could  not  be  truer  in  their  loves. 
Than  he,  if  she  would  kindly  deign. 
To  put  a  period  to  his  pain. 

The  maiden  listen'd,  blush'd,  and  look'd. 
As  she  would  have  the  words  rebuk'd  ; 
But  there  was  something  in  her  eye, 
Which  seem'd  to  give  the  words  the  lie  ; 
And  said  in  language  plainer  far — 
"  Proceed,  proceed,  my  gallant  tar  !  " 

Bowsprit  no  dunce  in  Cupid's  school, 
Scorn'd  in  this  case  to  prove  a  fool ; 
So  from  her  glances  right  or  wrong. 
He  took  his  cue,  not  from  her  tongue  ; 
Went  o'er  the  melting  tale  again, 
The  story  of  his  love  and  pain. 
And  told  it  with  such  winning  grace, 
And  pensive  portraiture  of  face. 
That  in  her  eyes  young  pleasure  glisten'd, 
And  coyness  vanish'd  as  she  listen'd. 
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'Twas  Bowsprit's  valour — not  his  form, 
Which  bore  the  trace  of  many  a  storm, 
And  was  but  little  shap'd  to  move 
The  pity  of  fastidious  love — 
'Twas  Bowsprit's  valour  and  high  station. 
His  well  earn'd  rank  and  reputation, 
Which  the  maid's  scruples  overthrew, 
And  gave  the  sailor  laurels  new. 
And  offer'd  to  his  rugged  arms, 
The  fair  Castilian's  glowing  charms. 

No  more  her  breast  was  rent  with  pain. 
No  more  her  head  with  high  disdain 
Was  toss'd,  when  Bowsprit  with  love  rife, 
Begg'd  her  to  be  an  admiral's  wife. 

An  admiral's  wife  !    An  admiral's  pay. 
Was  a  good  douceur  every  day. 
So  keen  self-interest  made  suggestion. 
When  the  bold  sailor  put  the  question, 
And  prompted  servile  inclination 
To  give  a  ready  affirmation. 
Beneath  her  fan,  the  stammered  "yes," 
Which  was  the  happy  tar  to  bless. 
Came,  softly  whispered  to  his  ear. 
And  soon  displac'd  each  doubt  and  fear, 
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Her  unresisting  hand  he  prest, 

With  furious  ardor  to  his  breast, 

And  swore  by  all  the  gods,  whose  glories 

Blaz'd  in  old  mythologic  stories. 

That  calms  and  gales,  and  rocks  and  shoals, 

And  ships,  and  ship-mates  too,  by  goles, 

Should  from  the  book  of  nature  sink, 

'Ere  he  would  from  his  duty  shrink. 

Behave  with  cold  indifference  to  her, 

Or  turn  out  an  unfaithful  wooer. 

The  maid  believ'd  the  tale  was  true, 
And  blush'd  as  maiden's  use  to  do. 
When  tales  of  love  a  glow  impart, 
Thro'  the  pleas'd  ear  strait  to  the  heart ; 
And  simper'd  out  her  fears,  lest  he. 
When  tracking  glory  o'er  the  sea, 
Should  soon  forget  the  vows  he  paid, 
That  night  to  the  Castilian  maid. 

Then  with  new  vigor,  Bowsprit  swore 
Again  the  oaths  he  vowed  before. 
That  sea  or  land  should  ne'er  remove 
The  stedfast  anchor  of  his  love. 

But  frail,  alas  !   are  mortal  vows. 
As  hopes  of  many  a  would-be  spouse  ; 
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After  ten  days  of  amorous  wooing, 
Of  dove-like,  heavenly  billing,  cooing. 
The  squadron  once  again  refitted. 
Bowsprit  both  port  and  sweetheart  quitted  ; 
And  left  the  fair  with  anguish  rent. 
And  wasting  with  her  discontent. 
To  curse  the  hour  when  she  began. 
To  talk,  and  toy  with  faithless  man. 


END    OF    CHAPTER    VI 
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CHAPTER  THE  SEVENTH 

"D  EFRESH'D,  recruited,  vig'rous,  brave, 

Majestic  o'er  the  dark  blue  wave, 
The  fleet  once  more  its  canvass  spread, 
And  shadow'd  ocean's  billowy  bed  : 
The  sun  in  fierce  unwonted  blaze. 
Shot  forth  his  red  and  downward  rays, 
And  o'er  the  scatter'd  squadron  threw, 
A  sultry,  languid,  sickly  hue. 
Which  the  warm  waters  faintily 
Essay'd  in  vain  to  qualify. 

The  scorching  sun-beams  seem'd  to  sleep 
Idly  upon  the  spacious  deep  ; 
And  on  the  surface  of  the  tide. 
The  scaly  realm  in  sportive  pride, 
Leap'd,  and  with  greedy  pleasure  quafFd 
Libations  of  the  solar  draught  ; 
And  bounding  in  the  sunny  beam, 
Frisk'd  in  wild  gambols  on  the  stream, 
As  if  with  revelry  to  greet. 
The  sweeping  shadows  of  the  fleet. 
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And  now,  where  ocean's  billows  roar, 
And  break  upon  the  Grecian  shore, 
Where  classic  lore  delights  to  tread. 
And  ponder  o'er  the  honor'd  dead, 
While  fancy  to  the  spell-bound  brain, 
Embodies  ancient  times  again. 
And  shews  the  deeds  of  many  an  age. 
That  only  live  on  history's  page  ; 
Beyond  where  Calpe's  stormy  steep. 
Frowns  like  a  giant  o'er  the  deep, 
The  squadron  swept,  till  the  long  night, 
Shut  out  creation  from  the  sight, 
And  with  her  darkly  gorgeous  pall. 
In  gloom  and  silence  buried  all. 


Bowsprit,  who  sat  upon  the  deck, 
By  nature  little  form'd  to  reck 
Of  heroes  of  another  day. 
Who  share  in  council  or  in  fray ; 
Or  of  the  spot  where  Troy  once  stood. 
And  glutted  all  her  plains  with  blood. 
With  thoughts,  by  fresher  colours  dy'd. 
Was  most  intently  occupied. 

Back  to  his  fair  Castilian  maid. 
His  false,  unruly  mem'ry  stray'd, 
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And  pictur'd  all  her  form  again, 

Her  coyness,  kindness — then  her  pain, 

And  broken  visions  of  delight, 

On  hearing  of  his  treacherous  flight. 


Then  quoth  he  to  himself,  as  o'er 
Him  came  the  recollection  sore — 
"  Was  it  well  done  of  me  to  swear, 
"  Vow  after  vow  ;  pray'r  after  pray'r 
"  To  ply  her  with,  till  she  relented, 
"  And  to  my  wish  and  will  consented  ? 
"  Was  it  well  done,  when  she  to  bless, 
"And  crown  my  dream  of  happiness, 
"  Marr'd  her  own  peace  to  perfect  mine — 
*'  To  leave  her  now,  alone,  to  pine  ? 
"  Was  it  a  manly  part  to  play, 
"  To  snatch  her  flow'r,  and  speed  away, 
"Without  one  last  and  kind  farewel, 
"  Regardless  if  she  bloom'd  or  fell, 
"  And  reckless  that  my  hand  had  wrought 
"  Her,  years  with  pain  and  mis'ry  fraught  ?  " 

With  such  plain  questions,  conscience  ply'd 
The  tar,  and  then  herself  reply'd — 
"  No — he  who  flies  with  coward  fear, 
"  When  peril  or  when  pain  is  near — 
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*'  Who  at  the  sound  of  the  first  gun, 

"  Makes  flight  and  leaves  the  day  unwon — 

"  Prefering  shame  to  death  or  scar, 

"  He  is  a  nobler  being  far, 

"  Than  him  who  steals  from  beauty's  bloom, 

"  Its  odoriferous  perfume  ; 

"  And  leaves  the  pilfer'd  casket  scorn'd, 

"  To  slur  the  spot  it  late  adorn'd, 

"  An  emblem  of  fragility, 

"  The  pity  of  the  passer  by." 

"  Zounds  !  "  Bowsprit  cry'd — "  am  I  that  wretch, 
"  Thus  on  the  rack  of  pain  to  stretch 
"  The  maiden  who  my  tale  believ'd, 
"  And  who,  believing,  was  deceiv'd  ?  " 

Straight  to  his  cabin  Bowsprit  went, 
The  slave  of  bitter  discontent ; 
And  for  the  first  time,  save  when  pain 
Had  made  sleep  woo  his  lids  in  vain, 
Awhile  to  peace  of  conscience  lost. 
Sleepless,  upon  his  couch  he  toss'd, 
And  fum'd  and  sigh'd  the  night  away. 
Till  the  slow  hours  brought  round  the  day. 

Morn's  busy  scene  soon  dispossess'd 
Woe  of  its  empire  in  his  breast. 
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Blunted  the  pang  which  mem'ry's  dart 
Struck  to  the  region  of  the  heart, 
And  with  the  train  of  cares  it  brought, 
Displac'd  each  lingering,  aching  thought. 

Fresh  was  the  dawn ;  a  stifPning  breeze 
Blew  from  the  distant  Cyclades : 
The  adverse  blast,  on  every  tack, 
Baffled  the  squadron  from  its  track, 
And  from  grey  morn  to  midnight's  hour, 
Compell'd  the  fleet  to  keep  in  shore. 

But  ere  the  morn  the  breeze  had  veer'd, 
And  a  strait  course  the  squadron  steet'd  ; 
And  soon  in  hazy  distance  broke, 
To  Britain's  eyes  and  hearts  of  oak, 
The  shore  where  glory  seem'd  to  stand, 
Like  elfish  spirit,  on  the  strand. 
And  beckon  them  to  win  and  wear 
A  new,  unequall'd  chaplet  there. 

'Twas  eve  again,  and  o'er  the  main, 
Darkness  resum'd  its  sable  reign, 
Before  the  fleet  had  near'd  the  bay. 
Where  war  still  sat  in  grim  array. 
And  seem'd  to  invite  his  hungry  brood 
To  a  new  festival  of  blood. 


A  POST  CAPTAIN  95 

The  boats  from  every  ship  now  mann'd, 
Mov'd  slowly  tow'rds  the  silent  strand, 
All  mantled  by  the  friendly  night 
And  rocks  that  hid  them  from  the  sight. 
And  little  reck'd  the  wights  on  shore 
When  midnight  mists  came  mantling  o'er, 
What  fearful  circumstance  of  shame, 
And  danger  with  the  darkness  came. 

Beneath  a  tall  cliff's  sheltering  shade, 
Th'  assailants  all  their  strength  array'd. 
And  thence,  their  landing  now  made  good, 
Push'd  forward  to  a  neighbouring  wood. 
To  pitch  their  tents  and  taste  repose, 
'Ere  dawn  their  motive  should  disclose. 


For  tho'  th'  attack,  while  slept  the  Moor, 
Reckless  of  ill,  and  self  secure. 
With  much  advantage  had  been  fraught. 
Bowsprit  so  little  of  the  spot 
Had  learn'd,  that  he  conceiv'd  it  better 
The  ardor  of  his  breast  to  fetter, 
And  linger  till  the  waking  day 
Should  be  the  pilot  of  their  way. 
The  dancing  hours  at  length  unfurl'd 
Dawn's  streamers  to  the  drowsy  world  ; 
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Each  of  the  enterprizing  host, 
Ere  call'd  by  signal,  fiU'd  his  post. 
And,  breaking  from  the  forest  shade, 
Soon  shadow'd  all  the  thirsty  glade. 


Far  distant,  on  a  lofty  height, 
Deck'd  in  the  morning's  splendors  bright, 
The  town  now  broke  upon  their  view, 
With  all  its  gorgeous  retinue 
Of  spires  that  gaily  glitter'd  round. 
And  hamlets  scatter'd  o'er  the  ground. 
Strong  too  it  seem'd  ;  for  far  and  wide, 
Walls  compass'd  it  on  every  side. 
And  turrets  here  and  there  look'd  down, 
In  giant  sternness,  on  the  town. 
Ajm'd  centinels  were  seen  to  go 
On  the  high  ramparts,  to  and  fro. 
And  guns  of  large  calibre  there. 
Were  rang'd  in  readiness  for  war. 

Such  sight  of  mighty  preparation, 
Had  caus'd  much  mental  perturbation, 
In  men  of  meaner  nerve  than  those 
Who  now  approach'd  the  town  as  foes. 
But  British  tars,  unus'd  to  fly 
From  the  stern  glance  of  danger's  eye ; 
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And  brave  marines  who  sought  to  claim 
A  glorious  rivalry  in  fame, 
When  sworn  to  conquer  or  to  fall, 
Mere  shew  of  ill  could  not  appal. 


With  steady  step  and  dauntless  brow. 
And  arm  prepared  for  vig'rous  blow. 
The  firm  detachment  sped  their  way 
To  where  the  crafty  pirate  lay. 
And  first  a  flag  was  sent  to  prove 
If  what  the  admiral  sought,  by  love 
Could  be  obtain'd,  or  if  stern  hate, 
Would  leave  th'  award  alone  to  fate. 

A  flag  of  truce  was  straightway  sped. 
With  message  to  the  city's  head, 
Explaining  with  what  strength,  and  why 
So  stern  a  force  was  hovering  nigh  ; 
And  asking,  with  his  approbation. 
To  enter  on  negociation, 
Instead  of  leaving  it  to  fight. 
To  settle  what  was  wrong  or  right. 
For  tho'  such  trial  might  have  suited, 
In  barb'rous  times,  when  warriors  mooted, 
In  wiser  ages,  when  the  night 
Of  ignorance  had  dissolv'd  to  light, 
7 
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'Twas  better  deem'd  to  tilt  with  words, 
Than  hungry  lances,  shields  and  swords  ! 

The  flag,  a  symbol  never  spurn'd 
By  men  in  modern  tactics  learn'd. 
No  sooner  caught  the  pirate's  view, 
Beating  the  air  with  peaceful  hue, 
Than  with  tremendous  form,  and  strait 
Turn'd  on  its  hinge  the  city  gate  ; 
And  men  were  station'd  to  escort 
The  courier  to  their  master's  court. 

And  first  his  eyes  were  bandag'd  round, 
With  triple  capes  of  linen  bound, 
Lest  with  that  prying  sight  of  his 
The  fellow  might  the  city  quiz  ; 
And  learn  its  strength  and  avenues, 
So  that  in  case  its  foes  might  chuse 
To  try  a  little  coup  de  main. 
He  could  the  secret  ways  explain. 
And  his  own  countrymen  might  guide 
T'  attack  it  on  the  weakest  side. 

They  led  him  next  from  street  to  street. 
Still  treating  him  with  rev'rence  meet ; 
But  stillness  reign'd  where'er  they  sped. 
It  seem'd  the  empire  of  the  dead. 
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Or  spot  to  human  voice  unknown, 
Since  vocal  accent  heard  he  none. 


At  length  they  reach'd  the  palace,  where, 
Enthron'd,  and  guarded  with  much  care, 
The  chieftain  sat  a  turban'd  sage, 
Rever'd  for  length  of  beard  and  age  ; 
Whose  brow  with  furrows  look'd  sublime'; 
Whose  hairs  were  silver'd  o'er  by  time- 
Taught  from  his  boyhood,  in  the  field, 
The  implements  of  war  to  wield. 
He  knew  no  fear — he  reck'd  no  foe ; 
Nor  ever  shrank  from  broil  or  blow ; 
With  savage  properties  of  mind, 
Above  all  others  of  his  kind, 
Endu'd,  his  trusty  carbine  slung 
For  ever  from  his  shoulders  hung, 
As  tho'  all  men  he  deem'd  to  be 
Created  for  his  enmity. 

The  courier  now,  his  sight  restor'd, 
Was  brought  before  this  haughty  lord — 
"  What  would'st  thou  ?  "  quoth  the  frowning  chief, 
"Thine  errand  speak,  but  be  it  brief: 
"  Say,  why  with  hostile  force  you  come, 
"  To  desolate  our  peaceful  home  ? 
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"What  crime  is  ours,  that  thus  you  dare 
"  To  visit  us  with  threat  of  war, 
"  Ign'rant  that  on  my  ready  breath, 
"Depends  your  safe  retreat  or  death  ?  " 


Then  to  him  strait  the  tar  reply'd, 
First  glancing  round  on  ev'ry  side — 
"  Egress  and  regress  I  claim  free, 
"  By  custom's  sacred  courtesy, 
"  Howe'er  my  haughty  words  may  freeze 
"  Your  kindness,  or  my  port  displease, 
"  Your  ships  have,  robber  like,  made  prize 
"  Of  ours,  an  action  most  unwise, 
"And  unprovok'd,  since  flag  of  ours 
"  Owes  hate  to  none  of  all  earth's  powers  ; 
"  And  we  have  marshall'd  on  your  strand, 
"  Due  satisfaction  to  demand. 
"  Give  up  all  prisoners  that  you  hold, 
"Pay  us  in  merchandize  or  gold, 
"  A  million  crowns,  the  barks  you  took 
"  Restore,  and  we  will  deign  to  brook 
"  This  felony  upon  the  flood, 
"  And  not  take  recompence  in  blood  !  " 

His  face  chang'd  not — no  accent  quiver'd- 
As  thus  the  tar  his  speech  deliver'd : 
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Not  so  the  stern  and  angry  Moor, 
Whose  forehead  rage  had  clouded  o'er  ; 
And  from  whose  fierce  and  flashing  eye 
Shot  vengeance,  as  he  made  reply — 

"  Slave,  I  have  heard  thee  !      In  this  breast 
"  Mercy  has  ever  been  carest : 
"Were  it  not  so,  thy  head  should  strait 
"  Stand  grinning  o'er  my  city  gate, 
"  And  trac'd  in  blood  upon  thy  brow 
"  The  answer  to  thy  friends  below  ! 
"  But  go,  and  be  thy  going  short, 
*'  And  to  the  scoundrels  bear  report, 
"  Say  I  have  gold  and  pris'ners  too, 
*'  Of  that  no  scant,  of  these  not  few, 
*'  And  this  the  bargain  I  will  make, 
"  I'll  freely  give  them — what  they  take  ! 
"  But  whoso  in  my  hands  shall  fall, 
"  Shall  ornament  my  city  wall  ! 
"  If  they  be  wise,  let  them  make  speed, 
*'  Lest  at  my  word  whole  legions  bleed — 
"  Let  them  begone  without  delay, 
"  And  get  their  squadron  under  weigh  ; 
"  For  if  I  find  them  here  to  morrow, 
"  The  dawn  shall  be  a  dawn  of  sorrow  !  " — 

But  once  again  the  courier  spake — 
*'  No  rash  resolves,  great  chieftain,  make  ! 
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"We  are  not  men  of  wax,  to  melt, 

"  When  fiery  words  against  us  pelt ; 

"  But  men  of  hands  and  hearts  of  oak, 

"  Into  the  love  of  battle  broke  : 

"  And  when  our  thunders  shake  your  gate, 

"  You  may  repent  your  words  too  late  !  " — 

"Another  word  !  "  then  quoth  the  chief— 
"And  I  will  hang  thee  like  a  thief; 
"  And  leave  thy  form  for  birds  of  prey 
"  To  feed  on,  or  to  bear  away  !  " — 

Parley  was  vain,  the  unmov'd  tar 
Saw  no  alternative  but  war. 
So  promptly  left  the  tyrant  Moor, 
And  to  his  friends  the  message  bore — 
The  signal  for  the  battle's  din. 
And  broil  of  conflict  to  begin. 

The  fleet  now  quickly  near'd  the  beach. 
So  that  their  heavy  guns  might  reach, 
If  dire  mischance  the  tars  should  meet. 
And  force  them  to  attempt  retreat. 
And  give  the  help  they  then  might  need, 
With  prompt  and  beneficial  speed  ; 
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And  that  the  rockets  they  had  brought, 
Engines  with  mortal  ruin  fraught, 
Might  on  the  town  be  brought  to  play. 
With  wide  destruction  from  the  bay. 


END    OF    CHAPTER    VII 
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CHAPTER  THE  EIGHTH 

ALL  was  prepar'd  ;   the  Moor  within, 
Resolv'd  the  wreath  of  fame  to  win, 
Should  the  bold  Briton  dare  to  stay, 
And  tempt  the  danger  of  a  fray. 
Without  the  sturdy  Britons  stood. 
Eager  to  try  the  task  of  blood. 
And  gather  on  the  Moorish  soil. 
The  harvest  of  their  glorious  toil. 

The  word  was  given — above,  around, 
Echo'd  destruction's  thund'ring  sound. 
The  bellowing  guns,  with  horrid  yell 
Spread  wide  the  flames  and  pangs  of  hell ; 
While  from  the  walls  on  every  side, 
Promptly  the  Moorish  guns  replied ; 
Gave  peal  for  peal,  and  blaz'd  on  high. 
Across  the  red  and  fev'rish  sky. 

Now  thro'  the  welkin's  trackless  road. 
Rockets  in  ghastly  splendor  glow'd. 
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And  with  their  dazzling,  fearful  glare, 

Discolour'd  all  the  trembling  air. 

The  palsied  Moor,  with  shrinking  gaze, 

And  mingled  terror  and  amaze, 

Beheld  the  mortal  comets  wend. 

And  far  and  wide  their  fires  extend, 

And  saw  them  fall,  with  aim  accurst. 

And  mark'd  them  blaze,  and  heard  them  burst ; 

And  witness'd  house,  friends,  fort  consume, 

Whelm'd  in  one  universal  doom. 


The  gilded  tower,  whose  chisel'd  head, 
Proudly  towards  heaven  its  beauty  sped. 
By  the  wide-wasting  missiles  fir'd, 
In  ruins  and  in  flame  expir'd. 
Fell  from  its  height,  and  scatter'd  round 
Its  shatter'd  fragments  o'er  the  ground. 

The  minaret  where  rush'd  to  pray 
The  crowds  of  pirates,  thrice  a  day. 
Protected  by  no  heavenly  power, 
In  fell  destruction's  gloomy  hour, 
Groan'd  at  the  rocket's  touch,  and  trace 
Scarce  left  to  show  its  wonted  place. 
The  trembling  crowds  their  turbans  rent, 
And  to  their  god  petitions  sent ; 
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But  vain  was  all  their  pious  care, 
Futile  their  valour  and  their  prayer ; 
Widely  the  conflagration  spread, 
Mosques  fell,  and  true  believers  bled. 

But  ruin  now,  with  bolder  face, 
Stalk'd  thro'  each  high  and  hallow'd  place, 
And  carried  his  indecent  malice 
Into  the  chieftain's  sacred  palace. 
The  frighted  slaves,  the  haram  dames, 
Scar'd  by  the  progress  of  the  flames, 
Which,  tho'  the  sea  was  spent  to  drench  it, 
Mock'd  all  their  weak,  attempts  to  quench  it, 
Ran  to  and  fro,  and  all  deplor'd 
The  sudden  ruin  of  their  lord. 
As  all  his  guns  of  costliest  worth. 
Were  melted  down  to  vulgar  earth  ; 
And  not  a  little  wreck  remain'd 
Of  all  the  pirate  had  obtain'd. 
By  fierce  oppression's  grasping  power, 
Or  in  fell  plunder's  crafty  hour. 

Tho'  night  had  cloak'd  the  vast  profound, 
A  hundred  fires  fierce  blazing  round, 
Diffus'd  a  bright,  unnat'ral  day. 
And  chas'd  all  nature's  gloom  away. 
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The  shrieking  mother,  as  she  prest 
Th'  unconscious  infant  to  her  breast, 
Hurried  o'er  smoking  heaps  that  lay. 
In  massy  fragments  round  her  way, 
And  rush'd  to  find,  she  knew  not  where, 
Some  refuge  from  her  sad  despair. 

Half  naked  children,  up  and  down, 
Ran  thro'  the  fir'd,  devoted  town  ; 
And  tottering  age,  of  strength  bereft, 
With  scarce  a  hope  or  pleasure  left. 
Amidst  the  wild,  tremendous  strife, 
Still  shew'd  their  gluttony  of  life  ; 
And  strain'd  and  crack'd  their  latest  breath. 
To  find  relief,  and  distance  death. 


While  thus  from  street  to  alley  rag'd 
The  C  nd  of  ruin  unassuag'd. 
Withe  c  the  walls,  the  British  tars. 
Train'     and  matur'd  in  constant  wars. 
The        rage  of  the  foe  dismay'd 
By  tht  4-  tremendous  cannonade, 
Whose  ^  rce  their  bravest  vet'rans  shock'd. 
And  to  their  base  their  bulwarks  rock'd. 
And  tho    the  Moors,  not  meanly  taught, 
With  wond'rous  skill  and  vigour  fought, 
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Vain  were  their  efforts,  when  they  came 
In  contact  with  the  British  fame. 

So  well  the  heavy  guns  were  play'd, 
That  speedily  a  breach  was  made, 
Which  not  the  promptest  toil  and  care 
Of  the  poz'd  Arabs,  could  repair, 
Before  a  strong  detachment  sped, 
With  gallant  Bowsprit  at  their  head. 
To  mount  the  fractur'd  wall,  and  force 
Into  the  town  their  desperate  course. 

Now  death  advanc'd  on  every  side 
With  threat'ning  brow  and  giant  stride. 
And  menac'd  in  that  hour  to  blight 
The  Moor  with  everlasting  night. 
The  Arab  saw  the  bolt  of  fate 
That  aim'd  his  home  to  desolate. 
Anticipation  seem'd  to  reel 
At  pains  which  sense  had  yet  to  feel  : 
And  all  the  valour  he  so  priz'd. 
By  terror  now  was  paralyz'd. 

One  hope  remain'd,  it  was  the  last, 
To  check,  destruction's  whirlwind  blast. 
The  trembling,  subjugated  Moor, 
Supported  by  his  pride  no  more, 


A  POST  CAPTAIN  109 

Wearied  with  battle's  rugged  squalls, 
Sounded  a  parley  from  the  walls, 
And  sent  a  flag  of  truce  to  offer 
T'  accept  whate'er  his  foe  might  proffer. 

The  note  of  peace  was  answer'd  strait, 
A  British  flag  approach'd  the  gate, 
And  the  same  tar  who  once  before 
Had  stood  before  the  haughty  Moor, 
Now  that  his  pride  the  British  power 
Had  found  the  ready  means  to  lower, 
Into  his  presence  went,  to  give 
The  humbled  tyrant  leave  to  live. 

"Slave,"  quoth  the  chief,  whose  eye's  red  fire 
Was  mark'd  with  unextinguish'd  ire — 
"  We  wish  our  children's  lives  to  spare, 
"And  wage  not  inexpedient  war  ; 
"  So  name  once  more  your  proposition, 
"  If  not  too  harsh  be  the  condition, 
"  We,  not  your  force  or  prowess  fearing, 
"  But  out  of  love,  will  give  it  hearing  !  " 

"Chieftain,"  replied  the  tar,  "the  blood 
"Which  drowns  your  streets  with  purple  flood, 
"  Might  have  been  spar'd,  had  you  but  deign'd 
"To  listen  when  I  last  complain'd. 
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"  All  that  I  ask'd  before  of  you, 
"  I  ask  again,  and  what  is  due, 
*'  Our  hulls  and  rigging  to  repair, 
"  And  fit  us  out  again  with  care. 
"  'Tis  justice  claims  the  debt ;   beware 
"  And  tempt  us  not  again  to  war, 
"  Lest  second  ruin  may  ensue, 
"Which  greatly  shall  the  first  outdo." 

The  haughty  Arab  strove  to  hide 
The  workings  of  his  wounded  pride. 
Which,  in  his  spite,  did  deeply  trace 
Their  footsteps  on  his  murky  face. 
And  with  humility  of  tone. 
Which  made  it  other  than  his  own. 
And  quench'd  expression  of  his  eye, 
Thus  qualified  his  prompt  reply — 


"  May  heaven  grant  mercy  to  the  dead  ! 
"  I  have  no  wish  more  blood  to  shed. 
<'Tho'  I  might  still,  my  power  so  great 
"  To  wield  the  purposes  of  fate, 
"  Pour  on  your  heads,  in  mighty  ire, 
"  Destruction  not  less  prompt  than  dire. 
"  But  you  may  live ;  and  I  will  grant, 
«'  With  ready  heart,  the  boon  you  want : 
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"  So  persons  send,  commission'd  duly, 

"  To  execute  the  cov'nant  truly  : 

"And  be  the  sound  of  war  repeal'd, 

"  And  the  deep  wounds  of  conflict  heal'd  !  " — 

The  tar  agreed  ;  and  to  the  gate. 
Was  honorably  conducted  strait : 
And  now  the  note  of  war  was  hush'd, 
The  walls  no  more  with  slaughter  blush'd ; 
No  more  the  cannon's  thund'ring  roar, 
Roll'd  awful  o'er  the  misty  shore : 
No  more  the  vivid  lightnings  threw 
Athwart  the  sky  their  ghastly  hue. 
The  spirits  of  the  dead  to  light 
To  the  dark,  boundless  realm  of  night. 
But  all  was  calm  and  all  was  still. 
Thro'  valley,  forest,  moor,  and  hill ; 
And  not  one  harsh  discordant  sound 
Was  heard,  the  spacious  landscape  round. 

Now  gallant  Bowsprit,  clos'd  the  toil, 
Encamp'd  upon  the  verdant  soil. 
To  give,  defeated  all  their  foes. 
His  troops  a  brief  and  glad  repose. 
To  bury  all  the  dead  which  lay 
Disfiguring  the  face  of  day. 
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And  tho'  no  homily  nor  prayer 
Of  priestly  tongue  was  whisper'd  there  ; 
Tho'  funeral  anthem's  solemn  strain, 
Was  heard  not  o'er  the  spacious  plain — 
The  tear  of  friendship,  and  the  sigh 
Might  with  more  formal  service  vie, 
And  sound  and  seem  to  heav'n  as  well 
As  church-yard  chaunt,  or  priest's  farewell 

The  dead  were  buried  like  the  brave, 
Their  death  was  one,  and  one  their  grave  ; 
A  tumulus  of  earth  alone, 
Serv'd  as  a  monumental  stone  ; 
A  mount  to  celebrate  the  dead, 
And  also  telling  where  they  bled. 
The  wounded  men,  with  caution  meet. 
Were  carried  promptly  to  the  fleet. 
That  proper  aid  might  be  applied, 
To  check  the  rushing  of  life's  tide. 
And  snatch  them  from  the  grasp  of  death, 
To  wear,  as  they  had  won,  the  wreath. 

Meanwhile  into  the  town  were  sent, 
To  form  and  sign  the  covenant. 
With  wisdom  and  with  vigour  skill'd, 
To  see  it  finish'd  and  fulfiU'd, 
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One  military  officer, 

And  an  experienced,  prudent  tar ; 

In  whom  the  adm'ral  could  confide, 

Upon  all  matters  to  decide  ; 

And  to  uphold,  with  penetration. 

Their  country's  well-earn'd  reputation. 

The  terms  now  settled  on  each  side, 
And  treaty  duly  ratified. 
The  British  fleet  got  under  weigh, 
And  stood  still  further  up  the  bay  ; 
And  the  chief  Arab,  with  his  train, 
To  knit  in  friendship's  silken  chain, 
And  all  impressions  of  the  fray. 
Over  the  glass  to  wash  away, 
A  splendid  feast  was  given  on  board. 
In  honor  of  the  Moorish  lord. 
Who  came  with  motley  retinue 
The  detail  of  the  ships  to  view. 

Soon  as  the  chief  put  off  from  shore. 
To  compliment  the  royal  Moor, 
A  grand  salute  from  all  the  fleet. 
Was  fir'd,  his  mightiness  to  greet : 
The  vessels  groan'd  ;  and  heav'd  the  main, 
As  tho'  convuls'd  with  sudden  pain  ; 
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While  o'er  its  billowy  surface  sped 
A  roar,  that  shook  its  briny  bed ; 
And  struck  a  terror  most  profound, 
Thro'  the  dark  multitude  around. 


And  now,  with  friendship  true  and  warm, 
And  all  due  homage  and  due  form, 
The  swarthy  host  on  board  were  hail'd. 
And  with  the  choicest  fare  regal'd. 
The  Moor  forgot  his  wonted  use, 
And  quafF'd  with  glee  the  purple  juice  ; 
And  join'd  the  merry  tale  and  song, 
And  gave  great  license  to  his  tongue. 
And  when  dark  midnight,  thro'  the  air, 
Hung  out  the  signal  to  repair 
On  shore  again,  with  deep  regret 
The  Arabs  saw  the  hue  of  jet ; 
But  felt  reluctant  to  submit, 
The  gay  festivity  to  quit. 

A  spark  from  reason's  fount  divine. 
At  length  subdued  the  power  of  wine, 
And  prompted  the  unsated  chief 
To  cut  the  scene  of  pleasure  brief. 
The  squadron's  boats  were  gaily  mann'd, 
To  bear  the  visitors  to  land. 
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But  as  the  royal  Moor  unshipp'd 
His  form,  his  foot  most  sadly  slipp'd, 
And  'ere  a  hand  the  trip  could  save, 
Sous'd  him  beneath  the  briny  wave. 

Then  loudly  roar'd  the  turban'd  chief, 
And  begg'd  some  friend  to  give  relief; 
And  snatch  him  from  impending  doom, 
The  horror  of  a  watery  tomb. 
His  wond'ring  train  astonish'd  stood. 
Gaping  above  the  'whelming  flood  ; 
But  tho'  their  chieftain's  plaint  they  heard. 
Not  one  to  give  assistance  stirr'd ; 
But  clasp'd  their  hands,  and  loudly  pray'd, 
Assur'd  that  Alia  would  send  aid. 


But  Alia  was  not  in  the  mood, 
To  baulk  the  humour  of  the  flood  ; 
Or  if  he  was,  from  doubt,  or  fear. 
He  did  not  chuse  to  interfere. 
The  chief  had  perish'd,  but  a  tar. 
Pushing  the  gaping  Moors  afar, 
Leap'd  boldly  in  the  raging  wave, 
And  snatch'd  the  chieftain  from  the  grave, 
And  kept  him  gallantly  afloat, 
Till  both  were  dragg'd  into  the  boat. 
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Now  rescued  from  his  dang'rous  plight, 
The  chief  recovered  from  his  fright, 
And  from  his  swarthy  finger  drew 
A  ruby  ring  of  matchless  hue, 
Which  to  the  generous  tar  he  gave. 
Who  had  preserv'd  him  from  the  wave. 
While  his  own  train  stood  trembling  by, 
With  aching  heart  and  downcast  eye, 
Afraid  to  meet  the  stern  rebuke, 
Which  mark'd  their  master's  piercing  look ; 
And  made  them  dread  lest  some  harsh  fate 
Their  cowardice  might  soon  await ; 
And  half  repent  they  had  not  labour'd 
To  save  themselves  from  being  sabred. 


END    OF    CHAPTER    VIU 
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CHAPTER  THE  NINTH 

CO  much  the  Arab  was  delighted 

With  his  late  foes,  that  he  invited 
The  officers  of  all  the  fleet 
To  share,  on  shore,  a  Moorish  treat. 

Bowsprit,  by  passion  perhaps  inspir'd. 
Had  oft  and  ardently  desir'd, 
Since  peace  had  clos'd  the  reign  of  malice, 
To  get  admitted  to  the  palace. 
For  tho'  its  gingerbread  outside. 
Much  of  its  wealth,  and  all  its  pride, 
Had  been  most  terribly  be-devil'd, 
And  to  their  very  basis  levell'd, 
The  haram  had  escap'd  the  fire, 
And  still  remain'd  unharm'd,  entire 

This  Bowsprit  heard,  and  as  he  knew, 
Of  dames  a  great  and  goodly  shew 
The  chief  possess'd,  he  long'd  to  share 
The  joy  of  gazing  on  the  fair, 
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Not  without  hope  that  he,  perchance, 
Might  make  their  pretty  passions  dance  ; 
And  while  his  wine  the  chief  possess'd, 
Might  find  a  moment  to  be  bless'd. 

The  following  day,  the  admiral's  train 
Cover'd  the  surface  of  the  main, 
And,  greeted  by  the  cannon's  roar, 
Which  loudly  peal'd  from  ship  to  shore, 
The  gallant  Bowsprit  push'd  to  land, 
And  disembark'd  upon  the  strand  ; 
Where  troops  of  Arabs  lin'd  the  way, 
Commission'd  due  respect  to  pay, 
To  those  whose  fare  and  revelry 
Had  caus'd  their  chief  such  ample  glee. 

Himself,  the  haughty,  courteous  Moor, 
Receiv'd  them  at  the  haram  door. 
And  hail'd  them  with  a  courtesy 
Of  word,  of  manner,  and  of  eye, 
Which  prov'd  the  welcome  was  sincere, 
And  seem'd  the  pledge  of  noble  cheer. 

Of  costly  cusheons,  groups  were  plac'd, 
According  to  the  Moorish  taste  ; 
And  on  the  carpet,  rich  and  rare, 
Soon  smok'd  a  vast  and  ample  fare. 


A  POST  CAPTAIN  119 

It  seem'd,  as  luxury's  luscious  store 
Was  drain'd  till  it  could  yield  no  more, 
The  banquet  of  that  day  to  fill : 
And  it  was  rang'd  with  equal  skill, 
So  that  its  beauty  might  delight 
The  eye  as  well  as  appetite. 

Rich  wines,  with  lustre  all  their  own. 
In  gay  and  sparkling  goblets  shone. 
And  such  profusion,  that  the  view 
Was  dazzled  with  their  varied  hue. 


Ended  the  feast,  the  glowing  glass 
With  meteor  speed,  appear'd  to  pass. 
And  every  British  heart  beat  high — 
Alive  to  mirth  and  revelry. 
But  Bowsprit  now  oft  look'd  askance, 
With  curious  and  with  anxious  glance. 
As  tho'  his  pulse  with  ardor  beat 
To  taste  a  different  kind  of  treat : 
As  tho'  his  aching  heart  did  pine 
To  pay  its  vows  at  beauty's  shrine  : 
As  tho'  the  wine  no  charm  possess'd, 
Unless  with  lovely  woman  bless'd, 
Whose  smile  of  stimulating  favor 
Might  give  the  glowing  nectar  flavor. 
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But  how,  in  such  a  land  as  this, 
Where  men  were  misers  of  their  bliss, 
And  to  keep  under  woman's  rage. 
Pent  them  by  dozens  in  a  cage — 
How  here  to  steal  a  look,  or  word, 
Without  the  knowledge  of  their  lord — 
It  puzzled  Bowsprit's  troubled  mind. 
And  discompos'd  him  much  to  find. 

But  fortune,  who,  in  peace  or  war, 
Smil'd  ever  on  her  fav'rite  tar. 
On  this  occasion  scorn'd  to  leave 
Her  son,  ungratified,  to  grieve. 
The  Arab,  that  his  friends  might  see 
New  cause  to  bless  his  courtesy. 
Into  his  gardens  led  the  way, 
Where  art  made  nature  doubly  gay  ; 
Where  richest  shrubs  their  grace  display'd, 
And  shed  a  fragrance  and  a  shade: 
And  where  in  shelter'd  walks  were  seen, 
The  thick  embow'ring  trees  between, 
A  female  here  and  there,  that  stood 
In  sorrow's  pensive  attitude. 

Often  did  Bowsprit  strive  to  stray 
Into  some  shady,  sweet  bye-way, 
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Where  some  stray  damsel  he  might  meet, 
And  hold  a  transient  tete-a-tete  ; 
But  some  mischance,  if  he  retreated 
To  'scape  the  rest,  his  plan  defeated, 
And  foil'd  at  once  each  pretty  scheme, 
And  broke  the  dear  delicious  dream  ! 

The  Moor  now  struck  into  a  grove. 
That  seem'd  the  hiding-place  of  love, 
The  groups  had  follow'd,  save  the  tar. 
Who  linger'd  yet  behind  afar  ; 
And  look'd  about,  with  seeking  eye, 
As  if  some  fair  one  to  espy. 
Nought  met  his  view,  save  a  black  slave, 
A  sombre  and  forbidding  knave. 
Who  seem'd  to  skulk  about,  as  tho' 
He  thought  to  speak,  but  scarce  knew  how. 

Bowsprit  now  stepp'd  across  his  way, 
Resolv'd,  if  he  had  ought  to  say, 
To  give  the  swarthy-visag'd  loon 
An  opportunity  full  soon. 
And  now  the  slave,  first  looking  round, 
To  see  if  any  danger  frown'd, 
Produc'd  the  note — the  tar,  well-pleas'd, 
The  precious  billet  promptly  seiz'd, 
And  stepp'd  behind  a  spreading  tree, 
Its  purport  instantly  to  see. 
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"  Brave  tar  !  "  the  precious  note  began, 
As  o'er  the  lines  brave  Bowsprit  ran — 
"  I  am  a  Briton  ;   but  hard  fate 
"  Pursuing  me  with  ceaseless  hate, 
"  Has  thrown  me  on  the  Moorish  shore, 
"  And  giv'n  me  to  a  tyrant's  power. 
"  Relieve  me,  and  my  life — my  love, 
"  My  care  on  earth,  my  prayers  above, 
"  Shall  all  be  thine  ;  and  I,  thy  slave, 
"  No  other  lot  will  ever  crave  : 
"  If  thou  art  deaf  to  this  my  pray'r, 
"  The  grave — I'll  seek  a  refuge  there, 
"And  bless  the  pow'r  that  left  me  still 
"  One  last  asylum  at  my  will  !  " — 

The  tar  spoke  not  a  single  word, 
But  laid  his  hand  upon  his  sword  ; 
And  made  a  silent,  secret  vow. 
Which  Heav'n  and  he  alone  could  know  ; 
Then  rais'd  his  eyes,  and  saw  the  slave, 
Whose  actions  notice  seem'd  to  crave  ; 
Tho'  mute,  he  beckon'd,  as  he  stood. 
And  pointed  to  the  olive  wood ; 
The  tar  required  no  further  sign. 
He  felt  a  vigour  half  divine, 
And  without  hesitation,  sj)ed 
Whither  the  murky  pilot  led. 
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Brief  was  the  way  :   a  tuft  had  made, 
A  little  onward,  a  cool  shade  ; 
And  there  a  form,  with  sorrow  bent, 
Disorder'd  dress,  and  locks  all  rent, 
Glanc'd  on  his  sight — she  was  alone, 
And  seated  on  a  rugged  stone  ; 
Her  head  upon  her  hand  reclin'd. 
As  tho'  to  wretchedness  resign'd. 
And  many  a  tear  had  left  its  trace 
Amidst  the  beauties  of  her  face. 

The  tar  approach'd  ;  the  fair  unknown 
With  trembling  haste,  sprang  from  the  stone, 
And  took  the  proffer'd  hand  and  press'd 
The  palm  convulsive,  to  her  breast. 
And  dropp'd  a  tear,  which  seem'd  to  tell 
Her  tale,  in  language  passing  well. 

"  How  can  I  serve  you  ?  "  Bowsprit  cry'd — 
"  Say  how,  and  it  shall  be  my  pride 
"  To  change  the  colour  of  your  fate, 
"  And  save  you  from  the  man  you  hate." 

"  Brave,  generous,  best  of  men  !  "  she  quoth — 
"  I  knew  your  power,  but  fear'd  you  loth, 
"  My  humble  cause  to  undertake  ! 
"  I  will  due  preparation  make 
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"  For  my  escape.      This  very  night 

"  If  you  will  aid  me  in  my  flight ; 

"  An  hour  past  midnight,  in  the  cave, 

"  Where  the  black  rock  looks  o'er  the  wave, 

"  Suffer  a  boat  to  wait,  and  I 

"All  watch  and  danger  will  defy, 

"  And  thither  speed.      Oh  !   fail  me  not  ; 

<'  If  taken,  death  will  be  my  lot !  " 


"  If  I  neglect — if  I  am  slow — 
May  ill  pursue  where'er  I  go  ! 
I  will  myself  conduct  a  few, 
'  Selected  from  my  vessel's  crew  ; 
And  we  will  wait  from  midnight's  turn, 
'Till  all  the  lamps  shall  cease  to  burn  ; 
And  dawn,  along  the  airy  way, 
Shall  drag  along  the  drowsy  day. 
This  dagger  take — conceal  it  well — 
For  some  good  purpose  it  may  tell, 
If  prying  slave  should  cross  your  path, 
And,  fool-like,  stir  you  up  to  wrath !  " 


The  lovely  fair,  with  grateful  look. 
From  the  kind  tar  the  weapon  took. 
And  hid  it  closely  in  her  vest, 
Then  once  again  his  hand  she  press'd. 
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And  bid  him  promptly  haste  away ; 
Lest  any,  from  his  long  delay, 
Might  come  in  quest,  and  thus  destroy 
The  bud  and  promise  of  her  joy- 
One  sweet  embrace  the  tar  just  stole, 
Which  kindled  all  his  am'rous  soul ; 
And  swore  one  vow,  that  she  should  be 
His  partner,  both  on  land  and  sea  ; 
Then  rush'd  the  olive  trees  among. 
And  quickly  join'd  the  royal  throng. 

Bowsprit  no  more  the  feast  enjoy'd, 
His  thoughts  were  otherwise  employ'd  ; 
For  tho'  his  form  and  face  were  there, 
His  heart  was  with  the  lovely  fair ; 
And  full  two  hours  ere  midnight  threw 
Across  the  world  her  murky  hue. 
He  had  the  splendid  scene  forsaken, 
And  to  the  bay  his  course  had  taken. 

'Twas  near  midnight ;   from  out  his  men 
Bowsprit  with  care  selected  ten — 
Ten,  whom  the  foulest  whirlwind  squall, 
Nor  sternest  conflict  could  appal ; 
Who  smil'd  at  death,  and  scorn'd  to  fear, 
Whose  eyelids  never  knew  a  tear. 
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And  from  whose  breasts,  by  nature  sear'd, 
The  sound  of  sigh  was  never  heard. 
Their  hearts  were  of  the  iron's  mould 
As  stern,  as  callous,  and  as  cold ; 
And  who,  their  admiral's  will  to  do. 
Would  run  the  gauntlet  thro'  a  crew. 

Such  were  the  wights  who  had  permission 
To  go  on  Bowsprit's  sly  commission  ; 
For  not  a  soul  from  him  had  heard 
A  syllable,  or  whisper'd  word, 
That  could  have  thrown  the  veriest  light 
On  the  adventure  of  that  night. 

Well  arm'd,  and  well  equipp'd,  they  went, 
For  sternly  on  his  purpose  bent. 
Bowsprit  resolv'd  to  fight  a  host. 
Rather  than  let  the  fair  be  lost, 
Or  carried  back  to  grace  the  dome. 
Where  she  had  found  a  wretched  home. 
Well  arm'd  they  went,  determin'd  well. 
If  aught  of  dire  mischance  befel, 
To  buy,  if  need  requir'd,  with  blood 
Their  prize,  and  bear  her  o'er  the  flood. 

With  muffled  oars,  and  stifled  breath, 
Swift  as  the  gale  and  still  as  death. 
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The  rowers  row'd,  and  as  they  sped, 
'Twas  like  the  progress  of  the  dead. 
At  length  they  reach'd  the  gloomy  cave, 
Whose  mouth  gap'd  high  above  the  wave  ; 
And  here,  beneath  the  rock,  they  moor'd 
The  boat,  and  left  two  tars  on  board  ; 
While  all  the  rest,  as  Bowsprit  plann'd, 
Crept  silently  along  the  strand. 
Lest  wandering  Arab,  lurking  round. 
Might  mark  them  out  by  sight  or  sound. 

Now  near  the  cave,  with  care  conceal'd. 
And  heart  and  hand  for  danger  steel'd. 
The  men  were  scatter'd  up  and  down, 
At  intervals,  and  one  by  one. 
While  Bowsprit  took  the  outward  watch 
Along  the  road,  that  he  might  catch 
The  slightest  glimpse,  or  softest  sound 
That  might  disturb  the  silence  round. 

With  leaden  heels  the  moments  move 
That  bear  the  bliss  of  lust  or  love. 
With  beating  heart,  and  moisten'd  brow, 
Bowsprit  kept  marching,  sad  and  slow. 
And  thought,  so  strong  was  passion's  rage, 
Each  second  was  at  least  an  age. 
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A  sound  was  heard  ;  a  step  of  fear, 
At  distance  seem'd  to  strike  the  ear. 
Now  close  behind  a  shady  nook, 
The  gallant  tar  his  station  took, 
Where,  free  from  notice,  he  might  cast 
A  lengthen'd  look  on  all  that  pass'd. 
Nearer  it  came — 'twas  something  more 
Than  bare  imagination's  power  ; 
And  now  beneath  the  starry  light. 
That  trembled  o'er  the  misty  night, 
A  figure  seem'd  with  cautious  pace, 
And  timid  step,  the  path  to  trace. 

'Twas  so  conceal'd  from  human  eye. 
That  it  poz'd  Bowsprit  to  descry. 
What  was  the  form  ;   but  'twas  alone, 
And  if  a  devil — 'twas  but  one  : 
But  if  no  other  than  a  Moor, 
Bowsprit  had  met  his  kind  before. 
He  grasp'd  his  sword — across  the  way — 
As  rapid  as  a  bird  oi  prey, 
That  darts  across  the  airy  heath, 
And  strikes  the  trembling  lark  with  death — 
He  flew,  the  shrouding  mantle  tore. 
Which  the  dark  stranger  muffled  o'er. 
The  stranger  in  no  sort  rebell'd. 
For  'twas  the  fair  one's  selt  he  held. 
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"Haste,  generous  sir,"  she  quoth,  "  make  speed  ; 
"  Of  all  your  courage  there  is  need  ! 
"  The  Moor  gain'd  notice  of  my  flight, 
"  And  all  his  slaves  are  out  to  night. 
*' A  base-born  knave  my  flight  withstood  ; 
•'But  see  !  " — she  shew'd  a  blade  of  blood. 
And  now  at  distance,  many  a  light 
Broke  sudden  on  the  dusky  night ; 
And  shouts  were  dimly  heard,  that  fell 
In  hollow  murmurs  on  the  dell. 

The  tar,  with  hope  and  courage  warm, 
Now  grasp'd  his  fair  one  by  the  arm  ; 
And  hail'd  his  crew  ;  the  tidings  told  ; 
Bade  them  be  resolute  and  bold, 
And  to  defend  with  heart  and  hand, 
The  prize  he  bore  along  the  strand. 

The  gallant  sailors  promptly  swore, 
That  all  the  legions  of  the  Moor, 
Should  never  touch  her  form,  while  they 
Had  life  and  strength  to  stop  their  way. 

Now  swiftly  sped  the  gallant  band. 
To  where  the  boat  was  moor'd  to  land  ; 
And  safe  embark'd,  the  tars  well  pleas'd. 
Their  oars,  with  vig'rous  sinews  seiz'd, 
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And  set  their  sail,  and  caught  the  wind, 
And  quickly  left  the  shore  behind. 

And  vainly  now  the  Arabs  pour'd 
Along  the  beach,  and  promptly  scour'd, 
With  flaming  torch,  each  rocky  cave, 
That  grac'd  the  margin  of  the  wave  : 
Safe  mantled  from  their  prying  sight. 
Beneath  the  murky  robe  of  night, 
The  boat  kept  on  her  rapid  way, 
And  scudded  swiftly  o'er  the  bay, 
'Till  safe  on  board  his  ship  once  m.ore, 
Bowsprit  his  lovely  burden  bore  ! 


END    OF    CHAPTER    IX 
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CHAPTER  THE  TENTH 

"\X^HILE  in  his  cabin,  free  from  care, 
Bowsprit  indulg'd  in  rapture  rare, 
The  tars  on  deck,  who  crack'd  their  jokes, 
Much  in  the  way  of  other  folks, 
Behind  their  hands  most  blythely  laugh'd, 
As  valiantly  their  grog  they  quaff'd, 
And  envied  more  their  chief  his  dame, 
Than  all  his  rank  and  all  his  fame. 

Now  o'er  the  welkin  once  again, 
Young  morning  led  his  splendid  train 
Of  dazzling  outriders,  that  run 
Before  the  chariot  of  the  sun. 
And  now,  as  might  have  been  expected. 
The  Moor,  who  more  than  half  suspected 
Some  British  knave  had  clapp'd  his  eyes 
On  his  fair  dame  for  lawful  prize, 
Sent  messengers  on  board  to  ask 
The  admiral  to  take  up  the  task, 
And  see  if  this  tit-bit  so  sweet. 
Was  held  on  board  the  British  fleet. 
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Then  Bowsprit  gravely  shook  his  head, 
And,  after  hesitation,  said — 
"  The  task  be  mine  ;  if  here  be  hidden 
"  Aught  by  the  articles  forbidden  ; 
"  Or  if,  with  amorous  frenzy  seiz'd, 
"  Any  their  appetites  have  pleas'd  ; 
*'  Quick  restitution  shall  be  made  ; 
"  The  debt  in  pain  and  purse  be  paid." 

Meanwhile  fair  Ellen,  who  had  heard 
Her  persecutor's  slaves  on  board. 
And  fear'd  that  her  intrepid  tar. 
Lest  he  might  cause  a  second  war, 
Would,  in  reflection's  serious  hour. 
Restore  her  to  the  Arab's  power  ; — 
Within  the  cabin,  torn  with  fears, 
Her  lovely  cheeks  bedew'd  with  tears, 
And  her  fair  bosom  rent  with  sighs. 
That  ever  and  anon  would  rise. 
Sat  like  a  victim,  doom'd  to  wait, 
A  certain  and  approaching  fate  : 
And  at  each  sound,  with  fear  would  start. 
And  point  a  poignard  to  her  heart. 

But  tho'  her  fears  thus  took  possession 
Of  reason's  seat,  and  o'er  discretion 
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Usurp'd  strange  power,  and  made  her  seem 

The  subject  of  a  maniac  dream, 

When  Bowsprit  came,  and  from  his  lip 

She  heard  the  Moors  had  left  his  ship  ; 

And  heard  him  also,  nothing  loth, 

Go  o'er  again  his  solemn  oath. 

And  by  his  hopes  of  heaven,  to  swear 

Never  to  leave  her  to  despair. 

Nor  basely  give  her  up  to  those. 

Whose  acts  had  prov'd  them  worst  of  foes — 

Her  terrors  rapidly  subsided. 

And  she  herself  most  harshly  chided. 

For  doubting  that  her  sailor's  honor 

Would  ever  put  such  harm  upon  her. 

Now  Bowsprit  was  but  ill  at  ease, 
As  apprehension  oft  would  freeze. 
The  glow  of  passion  in  his  breast. 
And  rob  him  of  his  wonted  rest. 
Lest,  by  thus  yielding  to  his  flame. 
He  might  his  laurels  tinge  with  shame  ; 
And  where  he  look'd  for  reputation. 
Be  slander'd  in  his  native  nation. 


The  Arab  chief,  tho'  satisfied 
Some  tar  had  stol'n  his  fav'rite  bride. 
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Feign'd  a  content  he  did  not  know, 
And  little  seem'd  to  reck  the  blow. 
But  when  in  Moorish  bosom  lurks 
Revenge,  clandestinely  it  works  ; 
And  when  it  seems  to  live  no  more, 
Breaks  forth  with  aggravated  power. 


One  night  our  tar  had  been  on  shore. 
With,  of  his  shipmates,  three  or  four, 
When  from  some  arm  unknown,  a  blow 
Laid  one  out  of  the  party  low  ; 
The  rest,  with  sudden  fury  fir'd. 
And  thirst  for  vengeance  prompt  inspir'd, 
Unsheath'd  their  weapons  to  pursue 
Three  Arab  slaves,  who  swiftly  flew. 
Revenge  gave  wings  to  British  feet, 
x\nd  'ere  they  gain'd  a  second  street, 
Two  of  the  dark  assassins  fell. 
And  died,  with  horrifying  yell. 
The  third  was  seiz'd  and  led  away, 
T'  explain  the  causes  of  the  fray ; 
And,  with  the  wounded  Briton,  borne 
On  board  the  admiral's  ship  till  morn. 

Full  well,  without  the  Arab's  mind. 
Bowsprit  the  fatal  cause  divin'd  ; 
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But  as  the  Briton's  wound  was  slight, 
And  they  so  well  had  foil'd  fate's  spite, 
He  made  resolve,  just  to  discover 
If  he  was  right,  and  then  pass  over 
The  matter  as  an  accident, 
And  not  a  conflict  from  intent. 

The  slave  knew  not,  or  feign'd  it  so, 
Why  they  were  set  to  give  the  blow  ; 
'Twas  a  command  that  they  should  fall 
Upon  the  groupe  and  murder  all — 
An  order  they  were  bound  t'  obey, 
Tho'  they  might  perish  in  the  fray. 

Tho'  Bowsprit  had  resolv'd  to  veil 
The  indignation  he  might  feel. 
And  prudently  to  put  to  rest 
The  subject,  and  his  troubled  breast, — 
His  angry  officers,  whose  pride 
Was  not  so  lightly  satisfied. 
Thought  it  should  not  to  rest  be  laid. 
Till  due  atonement  had  been  made. 

Our  tar  now  look'd  in  reason's  chart, 
And  found  it  right  to  shew  some  art, 
And  of  their  sentiments  to  seem. 
Or  else  his  oflncers  might  deem 
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That  he  had  compromis'd  his  fame, 
And  rashly  stain'd  his  country's  name. 

He  chose  a  captain,  wise  and  bold, 
And  sent  him  conPrence  strait  to  hold, 
To  make  the  subtle  Moor  concede 
Some  reason  for  the  murky  deed  ; 
And  offer  such  prompt  reparation, 
As  met  the  admiral's  approbation. 

The  haughty  Arab  grimly  frown'd, 
And  readily  the  action  own'd — 
"  I  sought  for  vengeance,"  quoth  the  Moor- 
"  I  bid  you  welcome  to  my  door  : 
"You  ate,  you  drank,  the  pledge  was  giv'n 
"  In  word,  and  strait  in  action  riv'n  ; 
"  For  in  the  height  of  glee  and  pleasure, 
"  You  robb'd  me  of  my  choicest  treasure  ; 
"  And  basely  from  my  bosom  stole 
"  The  slave  that  won  and  held  my  soul. 
"  Restore  the  gem  you  took  by  stealth, 
"  Fll  freely  give  you  half  my  wealth  : 
"  For  that  one  slave  I  value  more 
"  Than  all  my  treasure's  ample  store  !  " 

The  tar  return'd  with  expedition, 
To  bear  on  board  the  harsh  condition. 
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The  admiral  heard,  and  promptly  spoke — 

"  Friends,  if  you  deem  my  act  a  joke, 

"  That  a  mere  frolic  made  me  save 

"  From  the  Moor's  pawn  this  lovely  slave — 

"  Hear  now  from  me  the  fact ;  and  then 

"  Say,  shall  I  yield  her  up  again. 

"  She  is  a  Briton  ;  treachery's  hand 

"  Has  torn  her  from  her  native  land ; 

"  And  in  a  fell  and  fatal  hour, 

"  Sold  her  into  the  Arab's  power. 

"  By  her  was  my  protection  sought, 

"  And  I  have  sav'd  her  as  I  ought. 

"  She  chose  between  her  lord  and  me, 

"  And  I  was  right  to  set  her  free." 

"  You  were  !  " — a  dozen  voices  cry'd — 
"  And  if  you  leave  us  to  decide, 
"  She  by  the  treaty  is  our  own, 
"  Spite  of  the  old  despotic  crone  : 
"  His  base  revenge  had  no  pretence, 
"  And  if  he  hold  back  recompence, 
"  'Tis  our's  to  rouse  again  his  fears, 
"  And  knock  the  town  about  his  ears  ! 


Again  the  captain  sped  to  shore, 
For  second  audience  of  the  Moor — 


138  THE  ADVENTURES  OF 

And  thus  the  Arab  chief  address'd — 
"We  grant  that  you  this  slave  possess'd  ; 
"  But  being  British,  as  agreed, 
"  She  by  our  treaty  has  been  freed  ; 
"  The  slave  has  our  protection  sought, 
"  And  we  have  giv'n  it,  as  we  ought." 


"  'Tis  a  mere  pretext  " — quoth  the  chief — 
"  To  keep  the  slave,  and  screen  the  thief : 
"  But  since  to  slight  my  will,  you  dare, 
"  I  bid  you  of  my  pow'r  beware. 
"  My  vengeance,  ever  on  the  watch 
"  Fit  opportunity  to  catch, 
"  Shall  not  long  pine  in  vain  for  food, 
"  But  slake  it's  appetite  with  blood  !  " — 

Then  thus  the  tar — "  If  treaties  bind 
"  The  polish'd  monarchs  of  mankind, 
"  They  must  be  back'd  with  strength  of  nerve, 
"  To  make  the  savage  chief  observe. 
"You  broke  the  league  by  keeping  still 
"A  Briton  captive  at  your  will : 
"  Your  bravos  have  been  made  to  wait 
"  Our  shipmates  to  assassinate  ; 
"For  these  our  insults  we  demand 
"  Prompt  satisfaction  at  your  hand, 
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<'  Such  as  comports  with  equity, 

"  In  tribute  and  apology. 

"  To-morrow,  by  the  noon  of  day, 

"  Send  messengers  to  pray  and  pay  ; 

"  Or  once  again  your  nerves  prepare 

"  To  meet  a  more  destructive  war  ; 

"  And  know,  your  town  once  more  attack'd, 

"  Shall  not  be  quitted  until  sack'd  !  " 

Dread  anger  fir'd  the  Arab's  eye, 
But  the  tar  staid  for  no  reply, 
But  having  stated  the  condition, 
Prompt  recompence  and  full  submission. 
He  swiftly  sped  his  ready  way, 
To  where  the  fleet  at  anchor  lay. 

Morn  came,  and  with  the  early  lark 
The  troops  prepar'd  to  disembark  ; 
And  once  again  grim  fear  came  o'er 
The  bosom  of  the  swarthy  Moor, 
Who  saw  the  mighty  preparation. 
With  more  than  usual  trepidation, 
And  trembled  lest  a  storm  was  brewing. 
Pregnant  with  universal  ruin. 

The  sun  now  reach'd  the  heaven's  midway, 
And  mark'd  the  sultry  noon  of  day. 
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A  gun  was  fir'd  ;  the  fearful  sound 
Roll'd  the  tall  cliffs  and  caverns  round. 
A  terror  spread  throughout  the  town, 
Soon  as  the  fearful  cause  was  known, 
And  Arab,  Christian,  free  and  slave, 
Ran  to  the  hills,  themselves  to  save ; 
One  universal  horror  spread. 
And  panic  its  murk  influence  shed. 

But  when  the  rage  of  fear  ran  high, 
And  all  believ'd  to  stay,  to  die — 
An  Arab  left  his  master's  court. 
And  swift  as  light'ning  sought  the  port  ; 
A  flag  of  amity  he  bore. 
And  wav'd  it  promptly  from  the  shore  ; 
A  boat  then  quickly  left  the  fleet, 
The  messenger  of  peace  to  greet ; 
And  joy  again  uprear'd  its  head. 
And  triumph'd  o'er  the  reign  of  dread. 

The  stipulated  tribute  paid. 
And  due  concession  promptly  made, 
Bowsprit  prepar'd,  without  delay, 
To  get  his  squadron  under  weigh  ; 
And  having  his  high  trust  acquitted, 
Subdu'd  the  pirates,  and  refitted, 
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To  steer  a  homeward  course,  with  speed, 
And  bear  report,  and  gain  the  meed. 
For  tho'  the  memory  of  his  folly. 
Would  sometimes  make  him  melancholy, 
The  thought  that  from  the  robber  Moor 
He  had  replenish'd  his  low  store. 
And  gain'd  enough  by  his  own  skill 
His  clamorous  creditors  to  still. 
Blunted  the  poignancy  of  care. 
And  kept  aloof  the  fiend  despair. 


END    OF    CHAPTER    X 


142  THE  ADVENTURES  OF 


CHAPTER  THE  ELEVENTH 

'  I  ^HE  squadron  weigh'd  ;   a  fav'ring  wind 

Blew  strong,  and  quickly  far  behind 
Was  left  the  well-known  bay  and  shore. 
And  all  the  empire  of  the  Moor. 

Fair  Ellen's  converse  had  a  charm 
To  Bowsprit's  ear  ;   his  love  was  warm  ; 
And  every  day  he  seem'd  to  find 
New  beauties  in  her  form  and  mind- 
In  gentle  dalliance  pass'd  away, 
Morn,  noon,  and  eve — the  ling'ring  day  ; 
And  scarce  a  mean  or  moment's  care, 
Broke  in  upon  the  am'rous  pair. 

But  now  stern  Calpe's  stormy  height, 
Rose  dimly  through  the  waning  night : 
And  then  to  Bowsprit's  fancy  came 
The  form  of  his  Castilian  flame. 
Melting  in  tears  she  seem'd  to  stand. 
And  keep  her  watch  upon  the  strand. 
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Her  faithless  lover's  ear  to  scare, 
With  the  dark  tale  of  her  despair. 

The  tar,  spite  of  his  strength  of  will. 
Felt  round  his  heart  the  life-blood  chill. 
Reason  disown'd  the  faithless  act, 
And  sat  in  judgment  on  the  fact  ; 
And  self-accus'd  and  self-condemn'd, 
He  found  his  valour  all  o'erwhelm'd, 
And  sank,  into  a  sullen  grief, 
Which  would  admit  of  no  relief. 

Poor  Ellen,  who  with  pain  beheld 
How  care  against  his  peace  rebell'd, 
Strove  with  unusual  gentleness 
T'  alleviate  her  tar's  distress. 
And  tho'  her  fond,  endearing  wile 
Had  power  to  raise  a  moment's  smile, 
Her  art  had  not  the  skill  to  gain 
From  him  the  secret  of  his  pain. 
Which  night  and  day  his  feelings  pester'd, 
And  in  his  aching  bosom  fester'd. 

The  gale  blew  fair,  the  gale  blew  strong. 
The  squadron  gaily  sail'd  along. 
Bowsprit,  as  thro'  the  straits  he  pass'd, 
An  anxious  look  would  often  cast, 


144  THE  ADVENTURES  OF 

As  tho'  his  eyes  appear'd  to  seek 
The  maid  with  agony-blanch'd  cheek  ; 
But  hope  reviv'd  and  courage  grew, 
When  no  sad  maiden  met  his  view, 
While  with  redoubled  force  the  gale 
Swell'd  out  each  gay  and  wanton  sail, 
And  swift  and  soon  the  squadron  bore 
Beyond  the  rough  and  rocky  shore. 


But  ah  !    man's  hopes  are  frail  as  grass, 
And  joy's  brief  charms  like  shadows  pass  : 
Some  five  long  leagues  the  fleet  had  sped 
Beyond  Gibraltar's  rocky  head  ; 
When  adverse  gales  sprang  up — no  more 
The  ships  sail'd  onward  as  before, 
A  backward  course  the  squadron  driv'n — 
With  unshipp'd  helm,  and  canvass  riv'n — 
Were  forc'd  to  shun  the  stormy  shock. 
By  anch'ring  underneath  the  rock. 

But  who  shall  tell  the  inward  war 
Which  then  perplex'd  the  gallant  tar — 
He  could  not  shroud  his  fleet  in  fog. 
Nor  stay  upon  the  rock  Incog. 
A  deputation  from  the  town. 
Sent  forth  to  hail  his  new  renown, 
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And  bid  him  to  the  shore  again, 
'Till  gentle  gales  should  soothe  the  main, 
Soon  came  on  board  ;   and  Bowsprit,  tho' 
He  had  much  rather  met  a  foe. 
Was  forc'd  to  wear  a  smiling  face, 
And  promise,  with  a  courteous  grace, 
To  throw  a  little  time  away 
On  shore,  before  he  left  the  bay. 

Sore  sat  this  promise  on  his  mind  ; 
But  tho'  to  break  it  much  inclin'd, 
He  could  not  put  so  gross  a  slight 
Upon  the  town,  as  to  take  flight, 
Without  accepting  in  some  sort, 
Th'  invitation  to  the  fort. 

Beneath  the  night's  obscuring  veil, 
As  much  as  might  be  to  conceal 
Himself  from  view  ;   at  length  he  hurried. 
With  fear  and  care  his  bosom  flurried. 
Slunk  thro'  the  streets,  with  downcast  eye, 
Afraid  to  greet  the  passer  by. 
Lest  his  false  glance  might  meet  with  one, 
Which  he  would  fly  to  death  to  shun. 

But  in  his  path  no  injur'd  dame, 
With  vengeance-swelling  bosom  came, 
10 
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No  eye  reprov'd  him  for  the  deed, 
Which  made  his  recollection  bleed  ; 
No  tongue  reproach'd  his  anxious  ear, 
Nor  woman's  sigh,  nor  woman's  tear, 
Threw  an  obstruction  in  his  way, 
Nor  realiz'd  his  soul's  dismay. 

The  only  sound  he  heard  was  pleasure. 
That  met  him  in  o'erflowing  measure, 
The  smoking  board  the  goblet  crown'd. 
The  smile  of  welcome  beaming  round. 
Were  the  worst  sights  that  met  his  eye, 
And  these  put  dark  reflections  by. 

'Twas  past  dark  midnight  by  the  clock. 
When  Bowsprit  left  the  festive  rock  ; 
Full  charg'd  with  wine  he  went  on  board. 
His  mind  by  pleasure  re-assur'd  : 
No  visions  now  alarm'd  his  brain, 
No  recollections  caus'd  him  pain  : 
The  gale  had  veer'd  about,  and  he 
Resolv'd  next  morn  to  put  to  sea, 
To  leave  his  troubles  past  behind. 
And  trust  the  future  to  the  wind. 

With  ev'ry  passion  ripe  for  bliss. 
To  catch  fair  Ellen's  greeting  kiss. 
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For  his  return  the  sweet  reward 
The  admiral  instantly  repair'd 
Down  to  his  cabin,  but  a  care 
Of  stern  complexion  waited  there. 
'Twas  not  his  Ellen's  greeting  smile — 
Love's  dear  and  stimulating  wile — 
'Twas  not  her  mild  and  silver  tongue, 
Where  more  than  angel's  accents  hung. 
Ready  to  charm  the  list'ning  air 
With  sounds  of  melody  most  rare — 
No  ;   but  before  his  startled  view, 
With  countenance  of  haggard  hue. 
There  sat,  and  more  terrific  sprite 
Ne'er  rode  upon  the  wing  of  night — 
His  foul  desertion  to  upbraid, 
The  lorn  and  lost  Castilian  maid  ! 

Had  hell  from  out  its  sulph'rous  plain, 
Cast  forth  the  ugliest  of  its  train, 
Of  foul  distorted  fiends  that  keep 
The  dungeons  of  the  fiery  deep. 
Bowsprit  had  not  been  worse  dismay'd 
Than  by  the  presence  of  this  maid  ! 
Wine's  madding  impulse  at  her  look. 
His  agitated  brain  forsook, 
And  ev'ry  thought  of  cheering  hue. 
From  his  torn  bosom  swiftly  flew. 
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He  look'd  for  Ellen, — she  was  there, 
The  mute,  pale  picture  of  despair  ; 
Her  eyes,  his  falsehood  would  have  chidden, 
But  tears  had  their  expression  hidden  ; 
Her  tongue  which  had  reproach'd  him  well, 
Was  bound  in  agony's  firm  spell. 
And  not  a  sigh  bespoke  her  woes, — 
It  seem'd  as  tho'  the  fount  was  froze. 


Of  all  the  conflicts  he  had  seen — 
In  all  the  fights  where  he  had  been, 
The  ice  of  horror  ne'er  till  now. 
Had  bound  his  soul,  and  chill'd  his  brow  ; 
His  heart  swell'd  high  as  it  would  break, 
He  strove,  but  had  not  pow'r  to  speak  ; 
Fear's  paleness  o'er  his  features  came. 
And  then  the  hectic  blush  of  shame  ; 
His  knees  as  with  a  palsy  shook. 
And  courage  his  rent  breast  forsook. 
That  now  he  would  have  bless'd  the  strife, 
Which  would  have  rescu'd  him  from  life, 
And  suffer'd  him  his  head  to  hide 
Beneath  annihilation's  tide. 

But  vain  the  wish,  and  vain  the  sigh, 
No  friendly  ball  or  sword  was  nigh ; 


A  POST  CAPTAIN  149 

And  now,  his  anguish  to  complete, 
The  injur'd  fair  one  left  her  seat. 
And  thus  with  sad  and  heaving  breast, 
The  frail,  inconstant  tar  address'd — 


"  Base,  thoughtless  renegade  !      Is  this 
"  The  finish  of  my  dream  of  bliss  ? 
"  Was  it  for  this  that  I  believ'd, 
"  To  be  thus  cruelly  deceiv'd  ? 
"Hadst  thou  no  feeling  for  my  fame, 
"  That  thou  could'st  bring  me  thus  to  shame  ? 
"  Curst  hour  !  when  first  I  learn'd  to  trust, 
"  And  trusting,  yielded  to  thy  lust ! 
"  Now  envy's  sport,  my  rival's  scorn, 
"  I  curse  the  hour  that  I  was  born, 
"  And  daily  sigh  for  callous  death, 
"  To  end  my  sorrows  with  my  breath  !  " 

She  ceas'd  her  sorrowing  plaint,  and  then 
Sunk,  weeping,  in  her  chair  again  : 
The  tar  just  glanc'd  her  haggard  face, 
Where  th'  eye  her  agony  might  trace. 
And  then  with  falt'ring  voice  replied — 
"  Would  that  you  had  my  suit  denied  ! 
"  In  passion's  ardour,  'tis  most  true, 
"  I  thought  of  nothing — none  but  you  ! 
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"  I  thought  that  hour  of  joy  was  heaven  ; 
"But  now  my  plight  is  elsewhere  giv'n, 
"  And  love  and  reason  both  combine 
"  To  make  the  lovely  Ellen  mine. 
"  Yet,  if  I  can  afford  relief, 
"To  soften  your  excessive  grief, 
"  Command  my  service,  and  from  thence 
"Take  measure  of  my  penitence  !  " 

Now  indignation  in  her  breast, 
All  other  passions  lull'd  to  rest ; 
"  What  am  I  slighted  ?  "  quoth  the  dame — 
"  Treated  as  nothing  is  my  claim  ? 
"  Thank  heaven  !  I  am  not  quite  bereft, 
"  I  have  a  gallant  brother  left ! 
"And  he  to-morrow  morn  shall  right 
"My  wrongs,  and  will  revenge  this  slight ! 
"  Give  me  safe  conduct  to  the  shore : 
"  You  yet  your  falsehood  may  deplore  !  " 

In  vain  did  Bowsprit  strive  to  smooth 
Her  angry  brow  ;   in  vain  to  sooth 
The  anguish  of  her  lab'ring  breast, 
And  calm  her- passion  into  rest ; 
She  vow'd  her  brother  should  demand 
Such  satisfaction  at  his  hand. 
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As  would  appease  her  wounded  pride, 
And  check  the  tongue  that  would  deride. 

She  said,  and  from  the  cabin  flew, 
While  Bowsprit  from  his  ready  crew. 
Selected  six,  to  run  to  land. 
And  set  the  damsel  on  the  strand  ; 
For  tho'  unseemly  was  the  hour. 
She  scorn'd  their  proffer'd  aid  on  shore, — 
An  escort  with  disdain  rejected, — 
And  chose  to  reach  home  unprotected. 

Now  to  the  cabin  quick,  return'd 
The  tar,  whose  ardent  bosom  burn'd. 
To  his  fair  Ellen  to  explain. 
And  from  her  breast  to  chide  all  pain. 
Her  tears  were  dried,  but  frequent  sighs 
From  her  torn  bosom  oft  would  rise  ; 
And  a  broad  ashy  paleness  threw 
Across  her  cheeks  a  ghostly  hue. 
She  smil'd  not,  when  he  came,  for  sorrow 
Scorn'd  the  fair  face  of  joy  to  borrow. 
But  chose  its  own  sad  garb  to  wear. 
The  gloomy  costume  of  despair. 

But  tho'  fair  Ellen's  love  and  pride 
Had  been  severely  mortified. 
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Spite  of  the  anguish  of  her  pain, 
A  secret  pleasure  fiU'd  each  vein, 
As  Bowsprit  own'd  that  she  possess'd 
Unrivall'd  empire  in  his  breast ; 
And  when  the  tar  her  influence  own'd 
For  halt  his  treachery  he  aton'd  ; 
And  laid  at  once  a  sure  foundation 
For  speedy  reconciliation. 

He  clasp'd  her  to  his  breast  and  swore 
By  all  that  he  had  sworn  before, 
That  she  was  his,  and  his  for  ever, 
And  death  alone  their  love  should  sever. 
And  tho'  she  seem'd  to  doubt  the  strain, 
To  make  him  swear  his  oaths  again, 
Her  anger  was  completely  riven. 
And  in  her  soul,  he  stood  forgiven. 

Yet  still  she  wore  a  cloudy  brow, 
And  frown'd,  altho'  she  scarce  knew  how 
And  still  with  seeming  wrath  reprov'd. 
And  vow'd  he  every  fair  one  lov'd  ; 
And  that  the  fair  one  who  believ'd 
His  sounding  tale,  would  be  deceiv'd  ; 
And  then  she  half  withdrew  her  hand, 
As  tho'  she  scorn'd  his  kind  demand. 
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And  ask'd  how  many  times  before 
On  fair  one's  hands  he  lies  had  swore. 


The  more  she  frown'd,  the  more  he  strove 
To  satisfy  her  of  his  love  : 
He  sigh'd  and  swore,  and  pray'd  and  knelt, 
And  wept  to  shew  her  what  he  felt ; 
And  when  she  heard  with  oaths,  sighs  blend, 
And  saw  the  briny  tear  descend 
Down  that  rough  cheek,  which  ne'er  before 
The  liquid  step  of  sorrow  bore, 
She  of  her  arch  trick  half  repented, 
And  with  rapidity  relented  ; 
And  vow'd  she  would  his  tale  believe 
Altho'  he  should  her  ear  deceive. 
And  then  she  gave,  to  seal  his  bliss, 
The  happy  Bowsprit  kiss  for  kiss, 
While  he  by  passion  only  sway'd. 
Forgot  the  poor  Castilian  maid, 
And  all  her  sorrow  and  her  charms, 
"While  basking  in  fair  Ellen's  arms 


END  OF  CHAPTER  XI 
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CHAPTER  THE  TWELFTH 

"D  EFORE  the  rough  inconstant  gale 

Allow'd  the  squadron  to  make  sail, 
A  haughty  Spaniard  came  on  board, 
His  whiskers  longer  than  his  sword  ; 
He  came,  with  most  prodigious  swagger. 
And  note  from  Don  Rodrigo  Bragger, 
Demanding  bloody  reparation, 
'To  heal  his  sister's  reputation. 

Don  Whiskerandos,  whose  full  height, 
Without  his  hat,  was  five  feet  eight, 
Look'd  grim  and  savage  as  a  Turk, 
And  fitted  well  for  bullying  work  ; — 
Was  straightway  to  the  cabin  shewn. 
Where  the  brave  tar  was  quite  alone. 

"Well,  Mister  Don,"  the  admiral  quoth- 
"  This  note  speaks  boldly,  by  my  troth  ; 
"  I  will  not  baulk  your  comrade's  wish, 
"  So  one  of  us  will  feed  the  fish. 
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"For  here  hard  by,  upon  the  strand, 
"  At  noon  to-day,  we'll  take  our  stand, 
"  And  in  good  truth  I  ne'er  felt  brisker, 
"  Nor  more  dispos'd  to  singe  a  whisker  !  " — • 

"  I'll  bring  Rodrigo,"  quoth  the  Don — 
"  Before  the  hour  of  noon  has  gone  ; 
"  And  he  with  rapier  or  with  bullet, 
"Will  prick  you  neatly  thro'  the  gullet : 
"  For  he's  a  swordsman  in  a  million, 
"  And  a  most  desp'rate  proud  Castilian  ; 
"  And,  at  a  pistol-shot, — why,  zounds  ! 
"  He'll  split  a  pea  for  fifty  pounds  !  " 

"  And  if  he  will,"  then  Bowsprit  thunder'd — 
"  I'll  split  a  dozen  for  five  hundred  ! 
"  Egad,  Sir  Don,  'twill  please  me  well 
"With  this  good  youth  to  have  a  spell. 
"So  bid  young  hot-blood  bear  a  hand, 
"I'll  wait  his  coming  on  the  strand," 

The  whisker'd  Spaniard  then  look'd  down, 
And  on  his  brow  there  seem'd  a  frown  ; 
As  tho'  brave  Bowsprit's  inclination 
Had  much  outstrlpp'd  his  calculation 
And  long  he  stood,  and  silently, 
As  tho'  he  ponder'd  a  reply, 
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Which  straightway  stammer'd  from  his  tongue, 
And  thus  the  purport  of  his  song  :  — 

"  But,  sir,  as  you  command  this  fleet, 
"  And  you  will  perish,  if  you  meet 
"  My  fiery  friend  ;  perchance  to  end 
"  The  matter,  you  had  better  send 
"  Some  slight  apology,  which  healing 
"The  laceration  in  his  feeling, 
"  Might  end  at  once  this  silly  strife, 
"  Without  the  slightest  risk  of  life  !  " — 

"  Apology  !  "  replied  the  tar — 
"  When  was  I  backward  to  make  war  ? 
"  When  did  I  shrink  from  sword  or  shot  ? 
"No,  no,  I'll  shoot  him  on  the  spot — 
"  And  if  more  reparation's  due, 
"  Why  d n  me,  sir,  then  I'll  shoot  you  !  "— 

Then  paleness  o'er  the  Spaniard's  cheek 
Came  ghastly,  and  his  knees  grew  weak, 
And  scarcely  could  support  his  form 
When  Bowsprit  thus  began  to  storm. 
And  to  add  vigor  to  his  words. 
Drew  from  a  case  a  pair  of  swords. 
And  cry'd — "  Come,  gallant  sir,  turn  out, 
"  Let  you  and  I  just  take  a  bout !  " — 
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Honor  like  this  was  what  the  Don 
Had  never  calculated  on  ; 
And  as  he  had  no  appetite, 
Just  at  that  moment,  for  a  fight ; 
His  quiet  and  contented  mind 
Being  to  peace  much  more  inclin'd — 
He  made  his  bow  down  to  the  floor, 
And  hop'd  that  he  might  die  before, 
Without  some  cause  or  provocation, 
He  fenc'd  with  one  of  such  hi^h  station. 


Then  trembling  lest  the  gallant  tar 
Should  have  such  liking  for  a  war, 
That,  without  getting  in  a  fray. 
Himself  might  scarcely  get  away. 
He  took  his  leave,  and  ship  and  crew 
Left,  without  making  more  ado. 
To  carry  to  his  friend  on  shore. 
What  Bowsprit  had  both  said  and  swore. 

Now  to  his  senior  captain,  who 
The  details  of  dispute  well  knew. 
Bowsprit  made  known,  from  first  to  last. 
The  conversation  which  had  pass'd. 
And  the  appointment  he  had  made 
To  meet  and  fight  the  noisy  blade, 
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And  begg'd  he  would  the  ground  be  beating, 
And  make  arrangement  for  the  meeting. 

First  strove  the  captain  to  persuade 
His  chief  the  meeting  to  evade, 
To  end  the  matter  in  its  birth, 
Nor  risk  a  life  of  so  much  worth  : 
But  finding  Bowsprit  was  resolv'd, 
Since  in  the  affair  so  much  involv'd, 
To  end  it  as  became  a  tar 
Of  such  resplendent  character, 
He  yielded  to  his  chief's  command. 
And  embark'd  with  him  for  the  strand. 

The  morn  with  clouds  was  overcast, 
And  rain  came  sprinkling  with  the  blast, 
And  all  along  the  beach  was  clear, 
No  human  footstep  wander'd  near. 
Some  time  the  chief  and  captain  pac'd 
The  strand,  and  up  and  down  it  trac'd  ; 
At  length  two  Spaniards  they  descry'd, 
Approaching  down  the  rock's  steep  side. 

Bowsprit  advanc'd  his  foes  to  meet, 
Who  seem'd  to  come  with  tardy  feet. 
As  though,  had  choice  been  left  them  still, 
To  shun  the  fight,  they  had  good  will. 
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"  I  am  here  first,"  the  tar  then  cried, 
As  his  antagonist  he  ey'd. 
Whose  whiskers  spread  with  ample  grace, 
Betray'd  the  paleness  of  the  face, 
And  whose  dull  eye  expression  seem'd 
T'  have  left,  if  ever  there  it  beam'd. 

No  word  the  scar'd  Rodrigo  said, 
Till  he  had  summon'd  to  his  aid, 
The  courage  which  had  lain  at  rest. 
Like  a  chill  dormouse,  in  his  breast : 
But  when  due  pause  and  hope  at  length, 
Had  in  some  sort  renew'd  his  strength. 
And  giv'n  him  pow'r  of  speech,  he  broke 
The  silence,  and  thus  faintly  spoke — 

"My  sister's  wrongs,  sir,  cannot  rest, 
<«  Till  they  have  been  by  me  redress'd ; 
"  Thro'  her  you  have  insulted  me, 
"  And  all  my  ancient  family  : 
"  The  oldest,  sir,  in  all  Castile  ; 
'<  And  I,  a  Spaniard,  fain  must  feel, 
"  That  I  am  bound  to  draw  from  you 
"  Such  satisfaction  as  is  due  !  " 

Then  Bowsprit,  in  a  thund'ring  tone. 
Which  scarcely  seem'd  to  be  his  own, 
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Thus  roar'd  upon  Rodrigo's  ear, 

And  wither'd  all  his  nerves  with  fear — 

"  Well,  gallant  youth,  I  cannot  blame 

"  Your  zeal  to  guard  a  sister's  fame. 

"  I  did  her  wrong  ;   but  should  I  wed, 

"  And  take  her  to  my  arms  and  bed, 

"  I  should  more  injury  do  her  still, 

"  Since  th'  act  would  go  against  my  will. 

"  And  tho'  she  should  my  spouse  thus  prove, 

"  She  never  could  possess  my  love. 

"  That  is  another's.     No  delay  ; 

"  Now  take  your  ground,  and  fire  away !  " 

The  Spaniard  who,  from  his  beginnmg, 
Presum'd  the  tar  repented  sinning, 
And  was  about  at  once  to  proffer 
AH  the  atonement  he  could  offer. 
Began  to  hope,  this  partial  strife. 
Might  end  without  the  risk  of  life  ; 
But  when  the  admiral,  turning  round. 
Told  him  at  once  to  take  his  ground. 
And  gravely  stalk'd  along  the  shore. 
Nor  deign'd  to  mutter  accent  more ; 
Such  sternness  to  the  marrow  shook  him. 
And  all  his  hope  again  forsook  him : 
His  eyes  he  rais'd  to  heav'n,  and  pray'd 
Some  saint  to  hasten  to  his  aid  : 
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And,  as  sweet  Venus  before  Troy, 
Rush'd  from  the  sky  to  save  her  boy, 
To  bundle  from  heav'n's  highest  gate, 
To  snatch  him  from  impending  fate. 

But  ah  !   the  saints,  p'rhaps  too  much  cloy'd 
With  prayers,  or  otherwise  employ'd. 
Kept  all  aloof,  with  hearts  so  cruel. 
And  would  not  come  to  stop  the  duel ; 
So  Don  Rodrigo  took  his  distance, 
Tho'  fear  made  terrible  resistance, 
And  fix'd  his  foot  upon  the  sand. 
And  took  the  weapon  in  his  hand. 

Now  Whiskerandos  drawing  near, 
Just  whisper'd  in  his  comrade's  ear, 
"  Now,  for  the  honor  of  Castile, 
"Let  the  false  tar  your  vigor  feel  : 
"  Your  fire,  perchance,  may  send  the  knave 
"  Headlong  to  an  untimely  grave, 
"  Thus  terminate  the  glorious  quarrel, 
*'  And  cxown  you  with  immortal  laurel !  " 

"  Oh  !  "  sigh'd  Rodrigo,   "  curse  the  laurel, 
"  I'll  give  it  you  to  stand  the  quarrel ; 
"  To  take  this  station  in  my  stead, 
"  And  let  him  level  at  your  head. 
II 
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"Zounds  !    what  a  fool  was  I  to  come, 
*'  From  my  dear  fire-side  at  home, 
"  And  for  a  silly  wench's  whim, 
"  To  meet  an  enemy  so  grim  !  " 

More  had  he  said,  had  not  the  tar, 
Weary  of  waiting  for  the  war, 
Cry'd  out  in  accents  full  of  ire — 
"  Come,  why  the  devil  don't  you  fire  r  " 

Rodrigo  look'd  before,  behind, 
To  see  if  any  one  inclin'd 
To  check  the  progress  of  the  fray. 
Might  luckily  approach  that  way  ; 
But  not  one  solitary  wight 
Appear'd  to  bless  his  seeking  sight. 
And  now  his  confidence  all  flew. 
To  hope  he  bade  a  last  adieu  ; 
The  trigger  pull'd,  and  at  the  sound, 
Fell,  prone  and  senseless  on  the  ground. 

The  fire  was  lost ;   the  ball  flew  wide, 
And  wounded  nothing  but  tlie  tide. 
From  Bowsprit,  who  enjoy'd  the  joke, 
Immod'rate  peals  of  laughter  broke. 
To  see  his  proud  Castilian  foe. 
Struck  to  the  earth  without  a  blow. 
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On  Whiskerandos'  cheeks  a  blush 
Ot  conscious  shame  appear'd  to  flush, 
As  he  sped  to  the  spot  to  tend. 
And  raise  a  terror-stricken  friend. 


Rodrigo  soon  his  eyes  unclos'd, 
Recovering  hope  as  he  repos'd, 
That  it  had  been  his  foe's  sad  lot 
To  perish  by  his  fateful  shot. 
But  when  the  laughter  struck  his  ear, 
And  when  he  saw  the  tar  draw  near, 
He  had  relaps'd,  had  not  the  latter 
Reviv'd.  him  with  this  cheering  matter : — 

"Well,  Spaniard,  are  you  satisfied? 
*'  Have  you  reveng'd  your  sister's  pride  ? 
"  I'll  not  one  crime  add  to  another, 
"  Deceive  the  girl,  and  kill  her  brother  ; 
"  Else  I  might  fear  the  vengeful  gales 
"  By  heaven  sent  forth,  would  rend  my  sails, 
"  Wreck  my  frail  bark,  and  in  the  wave 
"  Give  me  an  unlamented  grave. 
"  If  you  are  satisfied,  'tis  well : 
"  To  all  your  friends  your  prowess  tell, 
"No  more  your  sister's  wrongs  to  right, 
"  Betray  an  eagerness  to  fight ; 
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"  Lest  fate  hostility  should  shew, 

"  And  match  you  with  a  sterner  foe !  " 


The  Spaniard,  free  from  fear,  replied — 
*'  Brave  Briton,  I  am  satisfied  ! 
"  My  life  is  your's,  and  I  receive 
"  With  gratitude  the  boon  you  give  ! 
"Would  that  my  sister's  charms  could  hold 
"  A  being  of  such  matchless  mould  ! 
"  It  may  not  be  !      But  this  vast  debt, 
"  Oh  !    may  I  fall  when  I  forget, 
"  Or  when  I  cease  to  love  the  hand, 
*'  That  sav'd  my  life  on  Calpe's  strand  !  " 


Now,  harmony  again  restor'd. 
The  admiral  ask'd  the  friends  on  board, 
Ship's  fare,  with  better  glee  to  fight 
With  the  keen  edge  of  appetite, 
Where  danger  would  not  pleasure  check, 
And  courage  need  not  break  its  neck. 
The  Spanish  Dons,  now  that  their  pride, 
And  valour  too,  were  satisfied. 
Felt  no  reluctance  strait  to  share 
The  labours  of  this  milder  war. 
So  without  one  opposing  word. 
The  groupe  went  instantly  on  board. 
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To  grasp  the  admiral's  table  weapons, 
And  play  the  devil  with  his  capons. 

Fair  Ellen  by  her  sailor  plac'd, 
The  well-stor'd  table  richly  grac'd, 
And  as  Rodrigo  gaz'd,  he  felt 
Such  charms  a  rougher  tar  might  melt, 
And  gather'd  from  her  bright  blue  eye. 
Excuse  for  Bowsprit's  treachery. 

The  wine  in  rapid  bumpers  flow'd. 
And  ev'ry  heart  with  rapture  glow'd ; 
Rodrigo's  courage  swiftly  rose, 
And  would  have  foil'd  a  host  of  foes ; 
And  with  self  love  most  amply  blest. 
He  treated  as  a  simple  jest 
The  recent  circumstance  of  fear 
Which  had  so  sullied  his  career, 
And  made  himself  a  laughing-stock. 
To  the  brave  tars  beneath  the  rock. 

'Twas  late  before  the  Spaniards  quafFd — 
So  high  their  glee — the  farewell  draught ; 
And  tho'  the  wine  made  sad  transgression 
Upon  the  visitors'  discretion, 
And  made  them  now  and  then  o'erleap 
The  bounds  which  decency  should  keep ; 
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The  admiral,  whom  experience  taught 
To  treat  their  errors  as  he  ought, 
Laugh'd  at  each  wild  or  wanton  sally. 
And  each  intemp'rate  random  rally, 
And  join'd,  with  cordiality. 
In  the  meandrings  of  their  glee. 
At  length  the  hour  of  parting  came, 
And  by  the  pale  moon's  pensive  beam, 
That  threw  a  modest  stream  ot  light 
Across  the  surface  of  the  night. 
The  Spanish  guests  were  row'd  to  port, 
Th'  admiral's  kindness  to  report. 
And  the  same  night  a  fav'ring  breeze 
Sprang  up,  which  all  were  prompt  to  seize. 
And  which,  before  the  dawn  of  day, 
Carried  the  squadron  from  the  bay. 


END    OF    CHAPTER    XII 
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CHAPTER  THE  THIRTEENTH 

'T~*HE  tar  was  bless'd,  when  once  again 

His  squadron  swept  the  friendly  main, 
And  sped,  a  fresh' ning  breeze  before, 
Onwards,  to  gain  his  native  shore. 

Fair  Ellen  too,  when  the  first  height 
Of  British  land  broke  on  her  sight — 
The  much  lov'd  scene  that  gave  her  birth — 
Those  cliffs,  the  dearest  of  the  earth — 
And  the  subservient  wave  that  wash'd 
The  well-known  shores  ;  and  proudly  dash'd 
Their  foam  amid  the  rocks  that  frown'd, 
In  awful  majesty  around — 
When  these  she  glanc'd,  and  mem'ry  cast 
A  hasty  look  on  times  long  past, 
A  pensive  melancholy  stole 
In  soften'd  tints  across  her  soul. 
And  all  the  scenes  of  times  gone  by, 
Rose  to  imagination's  eye, 
And  a  phantasmagoric  throng. 
In  dim  procession  pass'd  along. 
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Yet,  midst  her  pensiveness  of  thought, 
Still  with  a  charm  the  scene  was  fraught : 
For  who,  compell'd  for  years  to  roam. 
From  all  the  extacies  of  home, 
Cut  off  from  ev'ry  bliss  that  threw 
O'er  youth  a  sweet  bewitching  hue — 
Who,  after  years  in  wand' ring  spent, 
Chasing  the  phantom  of  content — 
Nears  once  again  his  native  land. 
And  marks  the  well-remember'd  strand, 
Without  a  throb  of  rapture  swelling — 
A  pleasure  which  outstrips  the  telling  ? 

Such  was  the  burst  of  bliss,  the  start 
Which  agitated  Ellen's  heart, 
As  the  dear  spot  she  now  beheld. 
Which  all  her  recollections  held  ; 
The  long-lost  valu'd  spot  of  earth, 
The  parent  soil  which  gave  her  birth. 
She  might  have  friends,  though  years  had  pass'd, 
Since  she  had  tidings  of  them  last. 
But  nature,  to  herself  still  true, 
Return'd  their  portraits  to  her  view. 
And  made  her  sigh  once  more  to  trace 
The  living  features  of  each  face. 

Now  nearer  still  the  cliffs  were  seen. 
And  distant  mountains  clad  in  green, 
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And  the  grey  headlands,  long  and  wide, 
That  cleft  the  current  of  the  tide  ; 
As  though  sped  from  the  isle  to  meet 
And  welcome  the  triumphant  fleet. 

The  admiral  now  the  squadron  led, 
And  pass'd  the  Cape's  extremest  head ; 
The  fleet,  in  quick  succession,  wore 
And  came  to  anchor  close  off  shore. 
Unnumber'd  boats,  a  wide  display. 
Now  cover'd  o'er  the  ample  bay, 
With  sturdy  oar  or  swelling  sail, 
Eager  the  gallant  tars  to  hail. 
The  crowded  decks  could  scarcely  bear. 
The  boist'rous  crowds  that  gather'd  there ; 
Not  all  with  melting  kindness  fraught. 
Not  friends,  who  for  their  kindred  sought. 
But  knavish,  avaricious  Jews, 
Who  came  to  pluck  the  silly  crews, 
Of  trinkets  they  had  brought  from  far. 
The  produce  and  the  prize  of  war — 
And  groupes  of  women,  young  and  old. 
All  tempted  by  the  hope  of  gold. 
To  feed  the  sailor's  appetite 
For  brief  libidinous  delight. 

Now  thro'  the  fleet  carousal  gay 
Mark'd  universal  holiday  ; 
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All  discipline  and  toil  were  wav'd 
By  those  who  late  the  battle  brav'd, 
And  ev'ry  heart  was  full  of  glee, 
And  each  eye  beam'd  hilarity ; 
And  every  foot  tripp'd  o'er  the  keel, 
In  merry  tho'  ungraceful  reel. 

Meantime,  the  admiral,  to  fulfil 
The  easier  duty,  with  the  skill 
He  in  its  hardier  paths  had  shewn, 
Set  forward  on  his  route  for  town. 
Ellen,  whose  beauty  was  his  pride, 
Sat  smiling  by  her  sailor's  side, 
Rejoic'd  to  see,  tho'  few  their  graces, 
Once  more  gay  groupes  of  English  faces  ; 
Greeting  each  wood,  hill,  plain,  and  dell. 
That  mark'd  the  land  she  lov'd  so  well  ; 
And  which  she  oft  had  sigh'd  in  vain, 
To  bless  these  eyes  of  her's  again  ! 

She  had  a  sire ;  but  years  had  flown 
In  banishment,  and  heaven  alone 
Knew  what,  if  aught  might  still  remain 
Of  him  she  wish'd  to  see  again. 
Once  in  Cheapside,  for  industry 
None  could  be  better  known,  but  he. 
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Perchance,  had  felt  time's  with'ring  power, 

And  pass'd  frail  nature's  mortal  hour. 

She  wish'd — if  fate's  high  will  were  such — 

Once  more  a  parent's  form  to  touch  ; 

To  pour  into  his  aged  ear 

Her  tale  of  grief,  and  with  the  tear 

Which  from  his  filmy  eye  might  flow, 

As  she  recounted  all  her  woe. 

As  with  a  sweet  and  sov'reign  balm, 

The  tempest  of  her  cares  to  calm. 

Again  she  long'd  to  hear  that  voice, 

Which  oft  had  bid  her  heart  rejoice  ; 

And  trace  around  his  lips  the  while, 

The  footsteps  of  that  wonted  smile, 

Which,  in  dear  infancy,  had  cheer'd 

Her  budding  hopes,  as  it  appear'd. 

She  shudder'd,  as  the  fear  came  o'er 
Her  mind,  that  he  might  be  no  more  ; 
That  time  had  taught  each  faculty 
The  dreadful  truth  that  it  must  die. 
And  while  the  thought  glanc'd  by,  ev'n  now 
Death's  marble  fingers  on  that  brow, 
Might  trace  in  stiffening  characters. 
Destruction  to  that  hope  of  her's  ; 
And  stretch  that  form  so  truly  dear. 
Breathless  and  pale  upon  its  bier. 
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She  shudder'd,  as  this  picture  pass'd 
To  fancy's  view,  like  the  fell  blast, 
That  turns  the  garden  to  a  heath. 
And  withers  nature  with  a  breath  ; 
And,  as  she  scann'd  it,  o'er  her  soul 
A  sad  and  sudden  sickness  stole. 

Her,  Bowsprit  strove  to  re-assure  ; 
And  if  her  fears  he  fail'd  to  cure. 
He  qualified,  in  some  slight  measure. 
Their  gloomy  influence  on  her  pleasure. 
And  led  her  back  from  woe  profound. 
To  contemplate  the  scenery  round, 
And  to  partake  the  joy  that  danc'd 
On  ev'ry  peasant's  view  she  glanc'd. 

Swift  flew  the  minutes,  and  each  steed 
Urg'd  by  the  spur,  with  scarce  less  speed, 
Scour'd  the  long  hills,  that  oft  bestrode, 
With  giant  forms,  the  dusty  road  ; 
Half  hid,  in  their  peregrination. 
By  vapours  of  their  own  creation. 

At  length,  as  evening's  splendors  threw 
O'er  all  the  scene  a  golden  hue, 
Reflected  from  the  ruddy  fires 
The  sun  emits  as  he  retires 
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From  this  our  hemisphere's  broad  ken, 
To  cheer  the  haunts  of  distant  men, 
As  its  broad  glitt'ring  gorgeous  vest, 
Assum'd  the  grand  majestic  west — 
London  extendmg  far  and  wide, 
In  glowing  ostentatious  pride, 
Stood  forth,  as  anxious  to  display 
Its  countless  spires,  in  vast  array. 

Is  this  a  dream  ? — poor  Ellen  thought — 
A  mere  illusion,  fancy-wrought  ? 
Or  do  I,  in  reality. 
Once  more  my  native  city  see  ? 

The  answer  promptly  to  the  eye, 
Flash'd  in  the  scenes  of  revelry. 
Which  at  each  step  broke  forth  to  prove 
'Twas  not  a  sight  by  fancy  wove — 
The  blending  of  imperfect  sound 
Which  buffeted  the  welkin  round. 
Gave  testimony,  strong  and  clear. 
That  fancy  work'd  not  on  the  ear — 
She  felt,  she  saw,  she  heard,  in  sooth. 
The  scenery  was  the  work  of  truth. 

Now  scarce  a  single  hour  had  flown. 
Ere  it  was  blazon'd  o'er  the  town. 
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Th'  arrival  of  the  tar,  and  what 

The  purport  of  the  news  he  brought. 

Then  instantly  the  scene  of  night 

Was  one  wild  hubbub  of  delight. 

The  news  to  ev'ry  quarter  sped, 

And  with  the  light'ning's  fleetness  spread, 

And  all  was  gaiety  and  glee, 

Because  of  this  new  victory. 


But  some  there  were,  and  these  not  few, 
Whose  joy  was  of  a  diif'rent  hue. 
They  too  were  glad  the  tar  was  come, 
And  were  not  loth  to  hail  him  home : 
But  resolv'd  instantly  to  go, 
By  proxy,  one  well  known  John  Doe, 
Whose  ugly  phiz  so  full  of  evil, 
Will  make  e'en  tars  run  like  the  devil  ; 
Whose  scarlet  tail  and  griping  claw. 
Were  fashion'd  in  the  forge  of  law  ; 
Whose  touch  a  horrid  chill  inspires. 
Which  quenches  energy's  weak  fires. 
And  makes  man's  strength,  with  wond'rous  speed, 
Change  to  the  weakness  of  a  reed. 

This  harsh  ill-manner'd  imp  of  hell, 
Was  posted  to  the  tar's  hotel, 
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Ere  night  the  second,  o'er  the  town 
Had  scatter'd  its  dismaying  frown. 
Bowsprit  with  Ellen  had  been  round 
To  see  if  tidings  could  be  found 
Of  her  lost  sire  ;   but  vain  the  search, 
Fortune  had  left  them  in  the  lurch, 
And  he  was  softening  down  her  sorrow, 
With  hope  of  better  luck  to-morrow, 
When  two  rough  bailiffs,  in  whose  faces 
A  stern  ferocity's  grim  traces 
Was  stamp'd,  as  evident  and  dark. 
As  on  old  Cain  heav'ns  damning  mark — 
Two  villains,  of  that  murky  race, 
Outcasts  of  nature,  man's  disgrace. 
Bereft  of  feeling,  soul,  or  mind, 
Who  prey  and  fatten  on  their  kind  ; 
Vampires  and  cannibals  in  taste. 
Who  lay  all  human  pleasure  waste. 
And  feel  a  rapture,  all  their  own, 
To  hear  a  fellow-mortal  groan — 
Two  of  this  d — d  unnat'ral  brood, 
Sudden  before  brave  Bowsprit  stood. 
And  scar'd  his  ear  with  the  stern  sound — 
"  We  nab  you  for  a  thousand  pound  !  " 

Had  hell  pour'd  forth  her  foulest  sprite, 
Most  monstrous  of  the  spawn  of  night. 
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To  the  brave  tar's  bewilder'd  ken, 
He  had  felt  less  dismay'd  than  then, 
When  ready,  like  two  brutes,  to  gore  him. 
This  pair  of  wretches  stood  before  him. 
Poor  Ellen  with  one  piercing  shriek. 
For  her  weak  tongue  refus'd  to  speak. 
Fell  prostrate  on  the  chamber  floor. 
And  felt,  and  saw,  and  heard  no  more ; 
While  Bowsprit,  all  his  reason  rent. 
Philosophy  and  feeling  spent, 
Appear'd  like  one  of  sense  bereft. 
By  motion,  sight,  sensation,  left : 
Till  the  first  bully  of  the  law 
Approach'd,  his  weighty  prize  to  claw ; 
Then  suddenly  did  Bowsprit's  blood 
Rush  thro'  his  veins,  in  boiling  flood. 
His  eye  shot  forth  a  withering  look, 
Which  e'en  the  harpy  scarce  could  brook  ; 
Then  from  his  scabbard,  with  firm  hand. 
He  swiftly  drew  his  glitt'ring  brand  ; 
And  made  one  step  ;  the  devil  then 
Rush'd  forth  from  hell  to  save  his  men, 
And  gave  them  sense  and  speed  to  run, 
The  menace  of  the  tar  to  shun  ; 
And  never  did  these  wretches  know 
The  value  of  their  heels  till  now. 
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The  duns  discomfited,  the  tar 
To  Ellen  quickly  turn'd  his  care  ; 
Who  still  upon  the  carpet  prone, 
Appear'd  as  life  had  from  her  flown — 
A  flower  untimely  cast  away, 
And  left  in  vigor  to  decay. 

But  love,  which  has  the  art  to  teach 
New  influence  to  the  parts  of  speech. 
And  with  a  potency  its  own, 
To  other  passions  all  unknown. 
Can  penetrate  life's  inmost  cell, 
And  touch  the  spirit  with  a  spell, — 

Love,  with  a  single  exclamation, 
Call'd  back  the  fleeting  animation  ; 

And  made  those  lovely  eyes  to  teem 

Once  more  with  life's  expressive  beam  ; 

And  that  sweet  tongue,  which  tun'd  and  free. 

Warbled  bewitching  melody. 

Again  to  shed  its  accents  dear. 

In  feeble  stammerings  on  the  ear. 

Wildly  she  scann'd  the  spacious  room, 
As  tho'  she  sought  some  form  of  gloom ; 
Some  horrid  object  she  would  shun  ; 
But  when  her  eye  encompass'd  none, 
12 
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She  seem'd  to  start  to  life  anew, 

Her  cheeks  resum'd  their  wonted  hue ; 

"  Oh  !  "  then  she  cry'd,  "  sure  it  did  seem 

"  Reality,  and  not  a  dream  ! 

"  Yet  it  must  a  mere  vision  be, 

"  Or  they  would  not  have  left  me  thee  !  " — 

Bowsprit  resolv'd  surprize  to  feign, 
Lest  truth  might  flash  across  her  brain. 
"  What  means  my  love  ?  "  the  tar  then  cried- 
"I  saw" — the  screaming  fair  replied — 
"  I  saw  the  callous  wretches  come, 
"  To  drag  my  Bowsprit  from  his  hone  ; 
"No  dream  could  leave  such  impress  plain 
"Upon  this  faint  and  feverish  brain!  " — 

Ere  the  sad  fair  could  utter  more. 
Or  Bowsprit  answer,  at  the  door 
A  loud,  confus'd,  discordant  riot, 
Broke  sudden  on  the  scene  of  quiet. 
Chill  horror  froze  the  adm'ral's  blood, 
He  stood,  and  trembled  as  he  stood. 
While  Ellen,  little  us'd  to  view 
His  cheek  bleach'd  o'er  with  terror's  hue, 
Fear'd  all  the  worst,  but  ere  possess'd 
Of  words  to  tell  th'  alarms  that  press'd, 
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The  opening  door  all  doubt  dispell'd, 
As  four  stern  wretches  she  beheld, 
Whose  countenances  black  with  evil, 
Had  been  good  models  for  the  devil. 


END    OF    CHAPTER    XIII 
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CHAPTER  THE  FOURTEENTH 

'"PHE  adrn'ral's  ready  sword  obey'd 

Its  master's  quick  demand  for  aid, 
And  in  an  instant  had  capsiz'd 
The  bailiff's,  or  phlebotomiz'd 
Without  the  aid  of  lance  or  leech 
All  which  had  come  within  its  reach, 
But  at  that  nick,  mine  host,  who  fear'd, 
A  riot  in  his  house,  appear'd. 
Knowing  the  duns  came  to  red-tail  him, 
And  offer'd  readily  to  bail  him. 

The  curs  drew  back  ;  the  tar  stopp'd  short, 
And  check'd  his  appetite  for  sport ; 
And  Latitat,  who  held  command 
Over  the  base,  ungodly  band, 
Stepp'd  forth  with  face  that  grinn'd  with  glee, 
And  ask'd  a  joint  security. 
For  as  the  debt  was  large,  he  quoth. 
He  must  decline,  (tho'  very  loth 
To  anger  one  of  the  beau  monde^^ 
To  have  but  one  name  to  his  bond. 
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The  landlord  not  displeas'd  to  be 
Freed  from  his  profFer'd  guarantee, 
His  shoulders  hugg'd,  look'd  vastly  blue, 
And  vow'd  amongst  his  friends  he  knew 
Of  none  desirous  to  be  reckon'd 
On  such  occasion,  bail  the  second  ! 

As  Latitat  half  bail  to  spurn, 
Shew'd  resolution  stiff  and  stern, 
And  vow'd  that  since  affairs  were  so, 
With  them  the  gallant  tar  must  go. 

And  make  his  lodging  in  alley, 

Till  he  had  time  his  friends  to  rally  ; 

No  chink  nor  cranny  Bowsprit  saw. 

By  which  to  shun  the  grasp  of  law ; 

But,  as  his  features  'gan  to  wear 

The  sombre  livery  of  despair, 

A  worn-out  general,  who  by  chance, 

Of  Latitat  had  caught  a  glance. 

As  he  was  thundering  up  the  stair. 

And  of  his  purpose  was  aware, — 

And  who  had  also  overheard 

The  noisy  parley,  word  for  word  ; 

Enter'd  the  room,  apologiz'd 

To  Bowsprit,  who  stood  much  surpriz'd 

And  with  much  delicacy  vow'd 

The  admiral  would  make  him  proud. 
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If  he  would  kindly  condescend 
To  use  him  as  he  would  a  friend. 

Now  pleasure,  in  brave  Bowsprit's  eyes, 
Displac'd  th'  expression  of  surprize  ; 
His  brow  relax'd  its  gloomy  frown, 
As,  without  pause,  the  kind  unknown 
To  the  bail  bond  affix'd  a  name 
Which  oft  had  been  proclaim'd  by  fame ; 
While  Latitat,  with  scornful  grin. 
Which  gave  new  horror  to  his  mien, 
Bad  all  his  myrmidons  begone, 
And  left  the  tar  with  the  unknown. 

Meanwhile,  poor  Ellen  in  her  chair 
Sat  like  a  being  rent  with  care  ; 
Her  half-clos'd  eye  no  beam  express'd, 
No  sigh  escap'd  her  lab'ring  breast, 
Each  function  seem'd  to  be  suspended, 
As  tho'  the  task  of  life  was  ended. 
But  when  the  wretches  had  retir'd 
Again  the  anguish'd  fair  respir'd, 
The  flush  again  came  o'er  her  cheek, 
The  breath  to  sigh,  the  voice  to  speak, 
The  glance  of  fire  that  us'd  to  Ry, 
Slowly  revisited  her  eye, 
Yet  tears  begemm'd  the  lovely  ray. 
Like  due-drops  sparkling  to  the  day. 
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When  the  long  night  its  course  has  run 
And  morn  pours  dazzling  from  the  sun 
And  beauty's  bloom  so  flush  and  hale, 
Was  blended  with  the  lily  pale. 

"  My  friend  !  " — the  grateful  Bowsprit  sigh'd- 
"  I'll  have  no  thanks  !  "  the  vet'ran  cry'd — 
"  If  thus  your  glory  is  regarded, 
"  If  thus  your  prowess  is  rewarded, 
♦'  Your  country's  claims  must  be  but  slight 
"  Upon  your  deeds  in  future  fight  ! 
"  I  know  your  valour  and  your  glory, 
"  And  the  dark  spots  too  in  your  story. 
"  I,  my  dear  sir,  have  had  my  day, 
"  I  have  been  once  the  gamester's  prey  ; 
"  But  a  kind  fate  came  on  my  side, 
"  And  rescu'd  me,  and  turn'd  the  tide  ; 
"  The  rascals !      Into  court  I  brought  'em, 
"  And  with  the  sword  of  justice  fought  'em  ; 
*'  Tipp'd  them  some  lawyer's  balderdash, 
"  Clapp'd  them  in  quod,  and  sav'd  my  cash  ! 
"  They  fleec'd  you  once,  now  don't  contemn 
"  My  plan,  and  you  may  soon  fleece  them  !  " 

"  My  friend  !  " — the  gallant  adm'ral  cry'd — 
"  I'll  at  'em,  let  what  will  betide  ! 
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"  My  future  fate  may  ill  beshrew, 

"  If  I  don't  hamper  all  the  crew  ! 

"My  gambling  debts  are  large  and  many, 

*'  But  if  I  pay  them,  I'm  a  zany, 

"  Unless  the  law  should  turn  my  foe, 

"  And  tell  me  that  it  must  be  so  !  " 


The  following  morn  betimes  they  went, 
The  admiral  and  his  friend,  and  bent 
Direct  to  Chancery-Lane  their  way, 
Determin'd  not  to  lose  a  day. 
As  other  writs  would  soon  be  out, 
To  put  the  sharpers  to  the  rout. 
And  shew  'twas  folly  to  proceed 
To  make  their  victim  further  bleed. 

The  gen'ral's  lawyer,  who  well  known 
To  all  the  gamesters  of  the  town, 
Was  a  fell  pest  to  all  the  race. 
Whom  he  had  cover'd  with  disgrace, 
Was  at  his  desk,  and  there  they  found  him, 
With  mounts  of  papers  pil'd  around  him. 
Writs,  bonds,  indentures,  stamps  and  deeds, 
Which  none  can  understand  who  reads. 
Whose  undecyphcrable  text 
Had  many  a  prosing  judge  perplex'd. 
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And  where  poor  sense  could  scarcely  peep, 
Out  of  law-slang's  o'erwhelming  deep. 


Poring,  this  man  of  form  they  saw, 
To  find  out  fractures  in  the  law. 
Some  deadly  breach,  through  which,  in  need, 
He  might  against  a  foe  succeed. 
Or  knavish  client,  from  a  scrape, 
Afford  assistance  to  escape. 
And  to  this  pink  of  sophistry, 
Whose  ear  was  open  for  a  fee, 
The  tar  each  circumstance  reveal'd. 
How  by  continu'd  play  was  seal'd 
His  shame,  tho'  if  compell'd  to  pay. 
He  had  the  means,  he  now  could  say. 

"  Pay  !  " — quoth  the  man  of  law — "  What  feed 
"  Their  strength  unwariness  to  bleed  ? 
"  Give  them  new  courage  and  new  means 
"  To  act  again  their  knavish  scenes  ? 
"  No  !      Make  them  in  their  business  falter, 
"  And  terrify  them  with  a  halter  ! 
"  I  would  not  leave  one  wretch  alive, 
"  Not  one  amongst  'em  should  survive  ; 
"  Except  so  branded,  that  the  throng 
"  Should  jeer  him  as  he  pass'd  along  !  " 
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Then  straight  the  wary  lawyer  took 
Instructions  in  his  order-book, 
And  vow'd  before  the  day  was  spent, 
Or  from  his  office  ere  he  went, 
Such  measures  he  would  put  in  train. 
As  would  soon  right  the  tar  again, 
And  make  the  dastard,  gambling  crews 
All  shake  with  terror  in  their  shoes. 

Now  Bowsprit  felt  himself  most  blest. 
Since  that  his  mind  was  set  to  rest. 
From  knave  to  knave  the  news  convey'd, 
To  every  gaming-house  soon  spread, 
That  th'  admiral  had  commenc'd  proceedings 
To  trim  them  for  his  frequent  bleedings. 
Dismay  came  from  his  murky  cell, 
And  stalk'd  across  each  gloomy  hell. 
And  now  and  then  would  pause  to  trace 
His  mark  upon  each  gamester's  face. 
And  every  wretch,  with  head  awry, 
And  beamless  and  averted  eye, 
Seem'd  sadly  to  prognosticate 
The  coming  climax  of  his  fate. 

Those  who  had  sued  the  gallant  tar. 
And  for  retreat  had  gone  too  far. 
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Lamented  now  their  want  of  sense, 
And  curs'd  the  rash  precipitance 
Which  had  indue 'd  them  thus  to  leap 
Headlong  into  the  dang'rous  deep. 
The  residue  who  had  forborne, 
Had  much  less  cause  their  acts  to  mourn. 
And  wisely  now  resolv'd,  in  time, 
Not  to  add  folly  to  their  crime, 
But  fleece  some  other,  and  forget 
The  threat'ning  adm'ral  and  his  debt. 

With  Ellen  now  the  tar,  each  day. 
Throughout  the  city  bent  his  way, 
To  try  if  news  could  be  obtain'd 
Of  him  whose  image  still  remain'd 
Engrav'd  upon  the  fair  one's  heart. 
The  source  of  many  a  secret  smart, 
As  fancy,  left  to  speculate, 
Try'd  to  explore  his  unknown  fate. 

One  evening,  as  they  both  return'd, 
Nor  aught  of  tidings  had  they  learn'd, 
There  sudden  pass'd  to  Ellen's  view 
A  figure  which  she  instant  knew. 
His  face  she  recognis'd  with  truth, 
'Twas  one  she  had  well-known  in  youth  ; 
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Time  had  not  chang'd  it  to  her  eye. 

Nor  made  it  dim  to  memory. 

He  was  of  old,  her  father's  friend, 

And  of  her  doubts  might  make  an  end, 

By  giving  her  a  clue  t'  obtain, 

The  sight  of  him  she  lov'd  again. 

Tho'  Ellen's  mem'ry  could  well  trace 
Each  feature  of  his  aged  face. 
He  had  forgotten  her's,  'till  she 
Determin'd  his  perplexity  ; 
And  begg'd  if  aught  he  could  disclose 
Of  his  companion,  old  Primrose, 
He  would  a  seeking  daughter  free 
From  her  extreme  perplexity, 
And  what  he  could,  in  love  relate, 
T'  elucidate  her  father's  fate. 


The  old  man  sigh'd — ■"  'Tis  long,"  said  he- 
"  Some  years  have  roU'd  o'er  him  and  me 
"  Since  last  we  met,  and  fortune's  frown 
"  Has  most  adversely  press'd  us  down. 
"We  both  were  flourishing,  but  now, 
"  To  support  life  I  scarce  know  how. 
"  Old  Primrose  he  sustain'd  some  time 
"  Of  poverty  the  load  and  crime. 
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*'  At  length  he  yielded  to  a  stroke, 
♦'  Which  his  old  heart  had  well  nigh  broke, 
"And  now  within  a  work-house  walls, 
"  Thro'  life's  last  tedious  stage  he  crawls, 
"  Without  a  hope  to  soothe  or  cheer, 
"Or  child,  or  friend,  or  kindred  near," 

Salt  tears,  before  he  ceas'd  to  speak. 
Had  moisten'd  Ellen's  changing  cheek, 
For  'twas  a  tale  that  struck  a  dart 
Amidst  the  fibres  of  her  heart. 
Yet  her  sire  liv'd,  and  to  know  this, 
With  all  its  sorrow,  still  was  bliss. 

While  these  thoughts  fleeted  o'er  her  mind. 
Bowsprit,  who  felt  not  much  inclin'd 
To  gratify  a  gaping  crew. 
To  their  hotel  his  Ellen  drew  ; 
And  there  the  stranger  he  invited, 
As  much  remain'd  to  be  recited, 
Ere  the  full  tale  could  be  obtain'd. 
Or  what  was  known  could  be  explain'd. 

And  here,  remote  from  observation, 
The  man  continued  his  narration, 
When  Ellen  had  dried  up  the  tear, 
And  was  in  proper  trim  to  hear. 
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His  tale  was  gloomy  and  not  brief, 

A  ling'ring  catalogue  of  grief, 

Of  failures,  accidents  and  losses, 

Of  biting  cares,  and  galling  crosses, 

Of  creditors,  and  writs  and  bail. 

The  loathsome  horrors  of  a  jail, 

And  such  like  ills,  which  make  the  blood 

Restrain  the  progress  of  its  flood. 

Saint  Pancras'  workhouse  now  retain'd 
All  that  of  Primrose  still  remain'd  : 
But  that  a  wreck  so  scant  and  wan 
'Twas  scarcely  worth  the  name  of  man. 
Ellen  at  once  resolv'd  to  go 
In  person  to  the  scene  of  woe ; 
And  Bowsprit,  ever  prompt  to  be 
An  agent  of  humanity, 
Resolv'd  the  filial  act  to  share, 
And  help  to  heal  the  wounds  of  care. 


END    OF    CHAPTER    XIV 
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CHAPTER  THE  FIFTEENTH 

T    ONG  before  noon  the  following  day, 
The  tar  and  Ellen  bent  their  way, 
Resolv'd  that  competence  should  now 
Drive  sorrow  from  the  old  man's  brow, — 
Bid  the  fell  reign  of  mis'ry  cease, 
And  bless  his  latter  days  with  peace. 

Now  thoughts  recurr'd  to  Bowsprit's  mind, 
Which  mem'ry  long  had  left  behind. 
He  had  a  father  unprotected, 
And  much  had  he  his  sire  neglected. 
But  as  he  went  along,  he  swore 
That  stinging  conscience,  on  this  score. 
Should  have  no  further  fault  to  find. 
Nor  taunt  him  that  he  was  unkind  : 
And  to  imagination's  eye 
A  second  figure  fleeted  by — 
'Twas  Mary's  of  the  Avon,  who, 
For  aught  he  knew,  might  yet  be  true. 
The  idea  now  so  long  forgot, 
A  pang  across  his  bosom  shot. 
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And  broke  itself  into  a  sigh — 
Just  then  he  met  his  Ellen's  eye, 
And  such  an  angel  eye  it  seem'd, 
And  with  such  sweet  endearment  teem'd, 
That  from  his  fond  and  ravish'd  soul 
Each  biting  thought  it  quickly  stole, 
Check'd  recollection's  wand'ring  ken, 
And  brought  him  to  himself  again. 
When  stopp'd  the  carriage  at  the  door, 
Which  clos'd  the  dwelling  of  the  poor, 
Ellen  so  faint  and  spent  appear'd, 
That  tho'  by  Bowsprit  kindly  cheer'd, 
She  scarcely  could  her  frame  support, 
Into  the  wide  and  crowded  court. 
Her  eye  rush'd  wildly  o'er  the  place, 
In  search  of  one  remember'd  face, 
But  tho'  a  hundred  brows  of  care 
Appear'd,  that  dear  one  was  not  tliere. 

Quoth  Bowsprit  to  the  overseer — 
"  The  one  we  look  for  is  not  here  ; 
"  Old  Primrose  !" — "  Oh  !  "  the  master  said- 
"  The  poor  old  fellow  keeps  his  bed  ; 
"  He  seems  by  loads  of  grief  oppress'd, 
"  And  never  mixes  with  the  rest : 
"  But  if,  sir,  you  will  this  way  come, 
"  I'll  lead  vou  to  the  old  man's  room  !  " 
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A  joy  now  beam'd  in  Ellen's  eyes — 
She  felt  her  courage  promptly  rise, 
With  perfect  ease  she  now  respir'd, 
And  scarcely  Bowsprit's  arm  requir'd. 
"  Here,"  quickly  cried  the  overseer, 
Op'ning  a  door — "  you'll  find  him  here. 
"Primrose,  your  wanted!  "  a  deep  sigh 
Gave  to  the  ear  a  sad  reply. 
Bowsprit  advanc'd,  and  Ellen  led 
Close  to  the  old  man's  humble  bed, 
Who,  us'd  alone  to  view  distress. 
Started  to  see  the  adm'ral's  dress, 
And  tcebly  ask'd  to  what  he  ow'd 
This  visit  to  his  dull  abode  ? 


"  You  had  a  daughter,"  Bowsprit  cry'd — 
"  I  had  !"  the  poor  old  man  reply'd, 
"  I  had,  and  'twas  a  gloomy  day, 
"  When  she  was  strangely  borne  away. 
"  You  knew  her  not — yet  p'rhaps — oh  !  no  ! 
"  Be  calm,  my  heart,  it  is  not  so. 
"  She  must  have  died — it  could  not  be, 
"  That  she  would  leave  her  home  and  me  !  "- 


"  She  did  not  die  !  "  reply'd  the  tar, 
"  But,  basely  kidnapp'd,  carried  far, 
13 
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"  She  was  convey'd  beyond  the  sea, 
"And  dooni'd  to  years  of  misery  !  "- 


Now  sudden  troni  his  low,  hard  bed, 
Old  Primrose  rais'd  his  aged  head, 
And  as  by  sudden  vigour  fir'd. 
With  quick,  impatient  voice  inquir'd — 
"  Then,  sir,  you  can  some  tidings  give — 
"  Quick,  tell  me,  does  my  Ellen  live  ?  " — 

The  adm'ral  cry'd — "she  does,  indeed, 
"  To  help  her  father  in  his  need  ! 
"  His  thorn  of  anguish  to  destroy, 
"  And  lead  him  back  again  to  joy  !  " 

A  beam  oi  rapture  shed  its  ray 
Upon  the  traces  of  decay 
Which  mark'd  the  old  man's  face  ;   his  eye 
No  more  look'd  dull  and  heavily  : 
His  voice  gave  falt'ring  to  the  air 
An  undistinguishable  pray'r  ; 
This  duty  paid,  he  turn'd  again. 
And  measur'd  Bowsprit  with  fix'd  ken, 
As  if  to  learn  if  'twas  a  jest. 
Or  whether  he  in  truth  was  bless'd  ; 
Then  sudden  starting  from  his  stare. 
He  cry'd  "  where  is  my  daughter — where  ?  " 
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"  Here  !"    Ellen  cry'd — "  banish  all  fear  ! 
"  Your  happy,  long-lost  girl  is  here  !  " — 
And  rush'd  to  hide  her  lovely  face 
In  her  astonish'd  sire's  embrace. 
Speechless  with  joy,  all  her  alarms 
Now  stifled  in  her  father's  arms, 
Ellen  forgot  all  else  beside. 
Till  filial  love  had  spent  its  tide. 

Bowsprit  to  interrupt  was  loth, 
But,  after  some  brief  pause,  he  quoth — 
"  Come,  Ellen,  let  us  not  delay, 
"  Nor  in  this  scene  of  pen'ry  stay. 
"  Let  us  begone  to  our  hotel, 
"  Where  you  your  historv  mav  tell  !  " 

Now  from  the  room  the  pair  retir'd. 
While  the  old  man  himself  attir'd  ; 
And  soon  they  quitted  the  abode, 
And  once  again  were  on  the  road, 

Well  pleas'd  that  fate  had  deign'd  to  bless 
This  expedition  with  success, 
And  rescu'd  from  fell  mis'ry's  strife. 
And  brought  the  old  man  back  to  life. 

Fortune,  to  gratify  the  tar, 
Had  given  this  day  a  character, 
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To  snatch  it  from  the  grasp  ot  time, 
Or  change  of  circumstance  or  clime. 
Scarce  had  he  rcach'd  the  inn,  before 
A  countryman  approach'd  the  door  ; 
His  form  with  weight  of  years  was  bent. 
Yet  on  his  forehead  sat  content ; 
His  silver  locks,  in  ancient  taste, 
His  glossy  brow  in  ringlets  grac'd, 
And  with  a  staff  he  walk'd,  which  bore 
The  weighty  honors  of  fourscore. 

He  ask'd  for  Bowsprit,  but  his  phrase 
Was  fashion'd  after  other  days  ; 
No  flattering  epithet  he  chose. 
Nor  was  he  anxious  to  disclose 
His  business  to  the  napkin'd  brood, 
Who  in  a  circle  round  him  stood. 
Annoying  him  with  saucy  stare. 
And  asking  what  could  bring  him  there  ? 

But  while  the  fools  drew  round  to  quiz 
The  old  man's  manners  and  his  phiz. 
His  rev'rend  figure  caught  the  eye 
Of  Bowsprit,  who  was  passing  by. 
The  tar  just  paus'd,  as  it  to  trace 
The  features  of  his  time-worn  face. 


!        -r^ 


J^ 


-S.'S 


I'^^ 


•2 1 


? 


A  POST  CAPTAIN  197 

And  rushing  tow'rds  him,  loudly  roar'd — 
"  It  is  my  father,  by  the  Lord  !  " — 

At  first  the  waiters  stood  astonish'd, 
Then  by  their  rising  fears  admonish'd, 
Quitted  most  hastily  the  scene, 
To  tell  the  wond'rous  news  within, 
And  save  themselves  from  a  tongue-lashing, 
If  not  a  most  confounded  thrashing. 

Old  Bowsprit,  not  a  little  pleas'd, 
His  sole-begotten  stoutly  squeez'd, 
And  stammer'd  out  his  thanks  to  heav'n. 
Who  had  this  kind  indulgence  giv'n. 
"  But  ah,  my  son  !  "   quoth  he — "  indeed  ! 
"To  tell  you  makes  my  old  heart  bleed  ! 
"  But  'twas  heaven's  will,  so  murmur  not, 
"  But  try-to  bear  your  wotul  lot !  " — 

The  adni'ral  star'd,  and  ere  'twas  ended, 
Wonder'd  to  what  this  preface  tended — 
"Zounds,  father  !  "   quoth  the  tar  at  last, 
"  I  know  we  can't  help  what  is  past, 
"  But  pray  you,  tell  a  little  faster, 
"What  has  occurr'd :   what  new  disaster 
"  Forc'd  your  philosophy  to  borrow, 
"  To  bear  you  up  against  stern  sorrow  ?  " — 
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The  good  old  man  then  wip'd  his  eyes, 
Resuming,  'midst  a  host  of  sighs  — 
"  I  know  your  constancy  so  well, 
"  I  dare  not  the  sad  tidings  tell. 
"  Poor  Mary  !  " — here  he  paus'd  to  dry 
The  moisture  from  each  beamless  eye, 
While  Bowsprit,  who  now  shrewdly  guess'd 
The  fatal  purport  of  the  rest — 
Finish'd  the  fragment  with  a  sigh. 
And — "  dead  !   alas  !    we  all  must  die  !  " — 


The  old  man  stood  amaz'd  to  see 
His  son's  extreme  philosophy  : 
And  more  astonish'd  still  to  hear 
No  sob  of  grief,  nor  mark  no  tear 
Rush  from  those  eyes  of  his  to  prove 
The  anguish  of  deserted  love. 
But  had  he  known  the  secret  spell 
Which  made  the  adm'ral  bear  so  well 
News  which  had  else  his  wits  capsiz'd, 
He  had  no  longer  been  surpriz'd  ; 
Nor  wonder'd  at  his  single  sigh, 
Nor  wonder'd  that  his  eyes  were  dry. 

Bowsprit,  who  scorn'd  to  wear  a  mask, 
Resolv'd,  and  'twas  no  easy  task, 
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To  tell  his  father,  plain  and  sooth, 

The  sober,  simple,  honest  truth, 

How  lovely  Ellen  had  obtain'd 

The  heart  where  Mary  once  had  reign'd, 

And  driv'n  the  latter  to  find  rest 

In  some  more  true  and  tender  breast. 

The  old  man,  who  had  pass'd  the  age 

When  uncontroul'd  the  passions  rage, 

Lean'd  on  his  sturdy  staff  the  while. 

And  heard  the  story  with  a  smile, 

And  to  an  end  when  Bowsprit  brought  it, 

Cry'd  "lack-a-day,  well  who'd  ha'  thought  it!  " 

The  admiral  now  his  father  carried 
Where  Ellen  and  old  Primrose  tarried 
And  introduced  him  to  the  dame 
Whose  charms  had  kindled  that  fierce  flame 
Which  drove  poor  Mary's  form,  unblest. 
From  love's  vast  empire  in  his  breast. 
Tho'  passion  in  the  old  man's  soul 
Had  long  abandon'd  its  controul. 
And  time  had  had  the  pow'r  to  freeze 
All  youthful  sensibilities  : 
Yet  thro'  the  fihn  that  clogg'd  his  eye, 
Fair  Ellen's  charms  he  could  descry, 
And  e'en  that  heart  to  chillness  won. 
Soon  as  he  saw,  excus'd  his  son. 
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And  Ellen,  as  with  heart  well  pleas'd, 
The  old  man's  proffer'd  hand  she  squcez'd, 
And  heard  the  clumsy  compliment, 
Which  faii'd  to  carry  what  it  meant. 
Felt  a  mysterious,  secret  smart, 
Which,  at  the  instant,  wrung  her  heart. 
But  when  old  Bowsprit  kindly  said — 
"  Poor  Mary,  my  son's  flame  is  dead  ; 
"  So  now  he  may  devote  his  life 
"To  you,  and  make  you  strait  his  ivife\  " 

At  the  word  "  wife  "  all  Ellen's  pain 
Quitted  her  restless  heart  again  ; 
She  breath'd  anew,  and  joy  and  hope 
Indulg'd  in  strange  unbounded  scope. 
'Twas  all  her  wish,  'twas  all  her  care 
Her  lover's  name  and  rank  to  share. 
And  till  the  word  had  caught  her  ear, 
Tho'  o'er  her  soul  the  thought  had  ne'er 
Glanc'd  till  this  hour,  yet  now  it  came 
And  kindled  all  her  breast  to  flame. 

Bowsprit  had  heard  the  word  ;   his  glance 
Mark'd  Ellen's  changing  cheek  askance  ; 
It  needed  little  penetration 
To  read  her  feelings'  situation  ; 
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He  saw  her  grief,  and  felt  her  pain, 

Her  throb  of  bosom,  and  of  brain  ; 

And  as  his  heart  sincerely  lov'd. 

And  reason  his  sire's  words  approv'd, 

He  took  his  Ellen's  hand,  and  press'd 

Its  velvet  palm  upon  his  breast, 

And  vow'd  that  if  she  would  decide 

To  make  herself  a  sailor's  bride, 

Ere  four-and-twenty  hours  had  gone 

They  would  to  church  and  be  made  one. 

The  vow  thro'  Ellen's  bosom  thrill'd. 

And  all  her  soul  with  rapture  fill'd  : 

She  strove  to  speak,  but  not  a  word 

Came  forth,  but  what  expir'd  unheard  ; 

And  in  her  pleasure-beaming  eye. 

The  adm'ral  read  the  sole  reply. 

But  ah  !  those  eyes,  which  beam'd  expression. 

Were  legible  in  their  confession, 

And  satisfy'd  the  tar  that  she 

Felt  blest  in  his  desire  t'  agree. 

Old  Primrose  too,  whose  love  and  pride 
Were  both  sincerely  gratify'd, 
Express'd  his  gratitude  with  zeal. 
Which  shew'd  the  old  man  still  could  feel. 
Forgot  the  chain  of  age  which  bound 
His  stiff'ning  members  to  the  ground, 
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And  caper'd  round  the  room  like  one 
Who  life's  career  had  just  begun, 
Whose  brow  was  yet  unmark'd  by  care, 
And  eye  unquench'd  by  cold  despair  : 
But  whose  light  heart  possess'd  a  treasure 
A  rich,  exhaustless  mine  oi  pleasure  ! 


END  OF  CHAPTER  XV 
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CHAPTER  THE  SIXTEENTH 

"\X /"AR'S  awful  banner  now  was  furl'd, 

And  peace  came  beaming  o'er  the  world, 
To  give  mankind  a  sweet  repose, 
And  charity's  wide  wounds  to  close. 
The  reeking  sword  was  now  thrown  by 
To  rust  in  happy  apathy  : 
The  cannon's  fateful,  thund'ring  roar, 
Snapp'd  the  weak  cords  of  life  no  more  ; 
The  charger  that  in  realms  afar, 
Rush'd  to  the  fiery  charge  of  war. 
Now  yok'd  with  humbler  steeds  in  toil, 
Turn'd  up  the  rough  and  hungry  soil. 
And  he  who  urg'd  its  rattling  reins, 
Across  the  red,  embattled  plains, 
Now  by  its  side  was  fain  to  plod. 
And  guide  it  o'er  the  rugged  sod. 

Now  snatch'd  from  scenes  of  gloomy  strife 
To  the  sweet  joys  of  social  life, 
Th'  admiral  bought  a  house  near  town, 
There  in  repose  to  sit  him  down, 
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And  quietly  enjoy  the  spoils 
Won  at  the  risk  of  countless  toils. 


And  now  the  nuptial  knot  was  tied, 
And  the  glad  tar  receiv'd  his  bride 
From  him  who  gave  her  beauties  birth, 
To  bloom  and  blossom  on  the  earth  ; 
And  when  he  took  the  bridal  kiss, 
The  symptom  of  his  Ellen's  bliss. 
And  heard  her  in  a  whisper  vow, 
That  each  wish  was  accomplish'd  now. 
And  that  she  counted  all  scenes  past 
Well  compensated  by  the  last, 
He  then  esteem'd  himself  most  blest 
That  he  had  to  her  lovely  breast 
Brought  back  the  truant  peace,  to  bear 
The  sceptre  so  long  sway'd  by  care. 

The  admiral's  suit  too  now  was  nearing 
Most  rapidly  a  legal  hearing  ; 
And  more  than  once  the  gamester-crew, 
T'  escape  the  cost  and  penance  too, 
And  put  an  end  to  litigation, 
Made  offers  of  accommodation. 
But  these  the  angry  tar,  who  burn'd 
To  bring  them  to  exposure,  spurn'd  ; 
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And  piess'd  his  suit  with  greater  rigour, 
And  more  than  ordinary  vigour. 

The  day  on  which  the  cause  was  tried, 
The  court  was  throng'd  on  every  side. 
And  hundreds  who  had  struggled  hard 
To  reach  the  place  and  hear  th'  award, 
Return'd  unable  to  get  nigh 
To  gratify  the  ear  or  eye. 
Th'  admiral's  friends  were  there,  and  those, 
His  and  morality's  worst  foes, 
Who  hop'd,  if  knavery  or  finesse 
Could  gain  the  gaming-crew  success. 
To  try  their  actions,  and  succeed 
In  making  Bowsprit  further  bleed  ; 
If  not,  by  their  old  cronies'  fate 
To  take  a  lesson  ere  too  late  : 
And  not  by  unwise  expedition. 
Give  new  occasion  for  contrition. 

But  into  court  had  fortune  sped. 
And  round  the  tar  her  3?gis  spread  ; 
The  exposition  was  complete, 
The  corps  of  gamesters  soundly  beat, 
And  forc'd  to  fly,  amidst  the  loud 
And  coarse  invectives  ot  the  crowd ; 
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Who  scem'd  inclin'd  to  act  with  vigour, 
And  give  the  punishment  new  rigour, 
Had  not  the  knaves  made  speed  to  fly 
The  penance  of  their  infamy. 

No  victory  which  fate  e'er  gave 
The  gallant  tar  upon  the  wave, 
To  Bowsprit's  heart  more  brightly  shone, 
Than  that  which  he  this  day  had  won. 
It  had  discharg'd  him  from  a  debt 
Which  had  press'd  hope  beneath  its  weight : 
And  without  drawback  or  alloy, 
Giv'n  him  the  fruits  of  toil  t'  enjoy  : 
It  also  to  the  world  display'd 
What  cannibals  a  vice  had  made  : 
And  how  one  passion  rear'd  a  clan 
To  prey  upon  their  fellow-man  ; 
To  pluck  their  victim  ere  he  knew  it. 
And  leave  him  in  despair  to  rue  it ! 
As  Bowsprit  hastened  out  of  court, 
His  glorious  triumph  to  report, 
A  voice  from  some  direction  near. 
In  well-known  accents  struck  his  ear — 
"  Messmate,  fortune,  that  salamander, 
"  Still  owns  you  for  her  true  commander  !  " — 

The  tar  turn'd  round,  when  close  beside  him. 
He  saw  a  man  who  stood  and  ey'd  him. 
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He  seem'd  as  one  by  fortune  ciost, 

In  battle  half  liis  limbs  were  lost, 

A  leg  and  arm  were  all  remain'd, 

Of  those  which  he  from  nature  gain'd, 

Each  feature  too  by  scars  was  trac'd, 

His  countenance  was  thin,  defac'd, 

As  much  by  want  as  wounds  :   the  tar, 

Midst  all  the  traces  of  the  war 

Of  time  and  circumstance,  surpriz'd, 

Bomb's  well-known  features  recogniz'd. 

The  admiral,  unlike  modern  beaux, 

Paus'd  not  to  scan  his  comrade's  clothes ; 

The  mode  in  which  poor  Bomb  was  dress'd 

Sway'd  not  in  generous  Bowsprit's  breast ; 

Voice,  feature,  figure,  manner  prov'd 

It  was  the  friend  he  always  lov'd. 

"  Brother,  what  cheer  ?  "  exclaim'd  the  tar — 

"  Have  you  with  fortune  been  at  war  ? 

"  What  mean  these  wooden  members,  eh  ? 

"  And  what  that  visage  of  dismay  ?  " 

Bomb  took  his  comrade's  otTer'd  hand, 
His  dress  and  face  a  moment  scann'd, 
Then  wip'd  his  eyes,  as  tho'  a  tear 
Was  on  the  point  ot  starting  there, 
"  My  friend,  alas  !  it  is  too  true  : 
"  The  dame  who  kindly  smil'd  on  you, 
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"  To  me  has  been  a  scurvy  jade, 
"  And  thrown  me  in  a  gloomy  shade, 
"  When  last  we  parted,  you  knew  well 
"  After  that  moment,  the  first  spell 

"  I  took  at  sea,  in  a  d d  tray, 

"  A  chain-shot  took  my  leg  away. 

"  'Tis  well  it  is  no  worse  "  said  I, 

' '  And  bear  it  with  philosophy  ; 

"A  month  beneath  the  doctor's  care, 

"  I  sufFer'd  dev'lish  wear  and  tear  ; 

"  And  just  had  got  quite  gay  and  limber 

"  In  walking  with  my  piece  of  timber, 

"  When  d — mme,  in  another  battle, 

"  A  bullet  made  my  arm  bones  rattle  : 

"  And  my  poor  flesh  so  sadly  maul'd, 

"  That  when  I  came  to  be  o'erhaul'd, 

"  The  surgeon  swore  that  amputation 

"  Could  only  bring  about  salvation  ; 

"  That  I  must  lose  my  arm — for  why? 

"  'Cause  if  I  kept  it  I  should  die. 

"  '  Dock  it !  '  says  I — '  splice  me  at  once  ; 

"  '  Thank  heav'n,  the  bullet  miss'd  my  sconce  !  ' 

"When  I  came  home,  and  got  a-shore, 

"  'Twas  order'd  I  should  roam  no  more, 

"  But  on  my  pension  and  half-pay, 

♦*  Idle  the  rest  of  life  away. 
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"  I  took  a  pretty  piece  of  flesh, 
"  Young,  blooming,  beautiful  and  fresh  ; 
"  The  vixen  run  me  into  debt, 
"  I  could'nt  thwart  my  pretty  pet  ; 
"Whose  object  was  my  purse  to  rifle  ; 
"  I  sold  my  pension  for  a  trifle ; 
"  Then  my  pay  went,  and  love's  sweet  billing 
"  All  disappear'd  with  my  last  shilling, 
"  For  when  of  all  she  had  bereft  me, 
"  The  devil  turn'd  her  back  and  left  me  ! 
"  I  had  no  friend,  nor  aught  of  kin, 
"Not  an  acquaintance  worth  a  pin, 
"  Save  you,  and  you  was  far  away, 
"  Shining  in  enviable  fray, 
"  How  I  have  liv'd  since  then — forgive 
"  Th'  expression — no  !    'twas  not  to  live — 
"Would  I  had  perish'd  long  before 
"  This  limb  had  felt  my  native  shore  !  " — 

Bowsprit  had  heard  enough — "my  friend" — 
Said  he — "  your  troubles  hei-e  shall  end  ; 
"  Come,  you  shall  home  and  live  with  me, 
"  And  as  we  comrades  were  at  sea, 
"  Ere  fate  bless'd  one,  or  curs'd  the  other, 
"  So  now  in  fortune  we'll  be  brother. 
"  We'll  nightly,  by  my  fire-side, 
"  Talk  o'er  old  tales  of  wind  and  tide  : 
14 
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"  Of  dangers  from  the  storm  and  fight, 
"  Of  watches  thro'  the  winters'  night ; 
"  Of  wounds  and  scars,  and  tempests  dire, 
"  And  thunder's  peal,  and  lightning's  fire. 
"We'll  make  the  merry  nights  resound, 
"  As  run  the  laugh  and  story  round  !  " — 

Tears  of  affection  and  surprize 
Drown'd  the  expression  of  Bomb's  eyes, 
Else  they  had  glisten'd  to  impart 
The  feelings  of  his  swelling  heart  ; 
But  as  on  Bowsprit's  arm  he  hung, 
His  rapture  broke  forth  in  a  song, 
Which  lasted  till  they  reach'd  the  dome 
Which  form'd  the  gallant  adm'ral's  home. 

"  Zounds  1  "  Bomb  exclaim'd,  as  his  eye  trac'd 
The  entrance  with  verandas  grac'd  ; 
And  lazy  lubbers  tinsel'd  o'er, 
That  stood  about  his  comrade's  door  !  — 
The  admiral  saw  Bomb's  fascination, 
And  heard  his  sudden  exclamation  : 
But  giving  him  no  time  to  thunder 
A  second  turn  of  joy  or  wonder, 
Into  the  house  he  led  the  tar, 
And  as  his  friend  in  many  a  war, 
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To  Ellen  inti  oduc'd  : — poor  Bomb, 
With  pleasure  and  amazement  dumb, 
Unable  or  by  voice  or  eye 
To  utter  question  or  reply- 
Ellen,  with  her  accustom'd  grace, 
While  a  sweet  smile  illum'd  her  face, 
Welcom'd  the  tar,  and  bade  him  now 
Disperse  the  cloud  that  gloom'd  his  brow, 
And  bid  his  face  hereafter  wear 
A  smile,  instead  of  rankling  care. 

To  a  command  so  sweetly  giv'n 
From  lips  the  choicest  work,  of  heav'n, 
Bomb  could  not  fail  with  admiration 
To  blend  a  due  subordination. 
And  tho'  some  tedious  years  had  pass'd 
Since  joy  relax'd  these  features  last ; 
To  rapture  now  he  gave  the  rein. 
And  banish'd  far  the  sense  of  pain  ; 
And  cloth'd  his  scar-mark'd  face  in  glee, 
And  tun'd  his  ear  to  revelry  : 
And  as  the  weighty  glass  went  round, 
The  mem'ry  of  past  mis'ries  drown'd  ; 
Each  faculty  seem'd  strung  anew. 
And  all  life's  colours  brighter  grew, 
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And  fortune  shone  with  double  kindness, 
To  recompence  her  former  blindness, 

The  groupe  was  now  complete  :  to  prove 
The  truth  and  honour  of  his  love, 
In  a  few  days,  in  form  to  wed, 
Brave  Bowsprit  to  the  altar  led 
His  blushing  Ellen,  who  had  sigh'd 
To  be  her  dear  deliv'rer's  bride. 
Bright  was  the  morn,  the  sun  did  seem 
To  shed  a  more  refulgent  beam, 
And  not  a  cloud  was  seen  to  dye 
The  azure  beauty  of  the  sky. 
As  th'  adm'ral,  at  the  altar,  swore 
To  love,  till  life  could  love  no  more. 
And  Ellen  whisper'd  half  aside. 
The  vows  that  seal'd  her  for  a  bride. 

The  day,  a  day  of  matchless  worth, 
Was  dedicated  now  to  mirth  ; 
Pleasure  reign'd  thro'  the  tar's  abode, 
The  wine  in  ample  goblets  ilow'd  ; 
And  Bowsprit  swore  none  was  his  friend 
Who  could  that  eve  judg'd  what  he  ken'd. 
The  two  old  men  their  bumpers  quaff'd, 
And  over  ancient  stories  laugh'd. 
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Till  fumes  o'eipower'd  each  aged  head, 
And  both  were  carried  off  to  bed. 
Bowsprit  and  Bomb,  more  tough  and  stronger, 
Endur'd  the  contest  some  hours  longer ; 
But  they  at  length  were  forc'd  to  yield, 
And  war's  dire  combat  on  the  field 
Lay,  when  the  clock  had  toll'd  midnight. 
Disqualified  for  further  fight. 

Bowsprit,  now  he  had  ta'en  a  wife, 
Turn'd  his  thoughts  to  domestic  life  : 
In  course  of  time,  the  two  old  sires, 
Yielded  to  life's  decaying  fires, 
And  having  seen  their  offspring  blest, 
Like  worn-out  hulls  were  laid  to  rest. 
While  Bomb  continued  still  to  sup 
Neptune  from  friendship's  honor'd  cup, 
Nor  dreamt  of  storms  nor  battle  more. 
Nor  aught  beyond  his  native  shore. 
While  the  adm'ral  soon,  with  unfeign'd  joy, 
Nurs'd  on  his  knee  a  chubby  boy, 
The  very  image  of  himself. 
In  whom,  when  he  was  on  the  shelf, 
Bowsprit  oft  swore,  his  king  should  iind 
A  sailor,  bred  to  brave  the  wind  ; 
To  stand  up  in  his  country's  cause, 
Avenge  her  wrongs,  assert  her  laws, 
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And  peal  as  far  as  ocean's  sweep, 
Her  awful  thunders  o'er  the  deep, 
Till  all  who  track'd  the  briny  main, 
Should  yield  obedience  to  her  reign. 
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